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A  C  T  I.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 


SCENE  The  Garden  of  Sir  Nicholas  Wifeacre. 

Freeman  {stherwife  Colin)  alone, 

WHAT  Work  does  Love  make  in  this  little  World 
of  ours?  It  is  a  Dram  that  only  v^arms  the  Sto¬ 
mach  of  a  Fool,  but  turns  the  Head  of  a  wife 
Man  topfy-torvy.  If  I  fliould  be  difcover’d,  I  have 
to  very  fine  purpofe  transform’d  my  felf  into  this  Habit  of  a 
Gard’ner ;  and  that  not  for  the  Love  of  the  fine  Lady  and  For¬ 
tune  here,  but  her  Maid,  the  Maid  of  Rofella^  Daughter  to 
Sir  Nicholas  Wifeacre^  to  whom  all  the  Beeves,  and  Sheep, 
and  Poultry,  and  Fields,  and  Men,  and  Women  round  this 
Village,  folely  appertain,  and  to  whom  I  too  ought  to  apper¬ 
tain  ;  for  the  old  Folk  have  appointed  his  Daughter  and  Me 
to  be  joined  together  in  honourable  Wedlock  this  very  Day: 
But  1  run  for  it,  and  Fave  made  my  Efcape  into  the  very  Pri- 
fon  I  fled  from,  this  Houfe  of  Sir  Nicholas,  My  only  Crony, 
and  Confident,  and  Friend  here  is  Lucas  the  Head  Gard’ner, 
and  my  Mafter  indeed :  What  a  great  Baby  is  a  Fellow  in 

Love?  Reafon  wou’d  fay . —  But  what  has  Reafon  to  do  in 

,  ^at  Affair? 

Eiticr 
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Enter  Lucas  to  Freeman  (Colin.) 

Luc,  What,  Mufiiig,  Co//»?  Hum,  while  this  giddy  Gyp- 
fy,  Betty^  is  in  thy  Head . 

Colin,  What  then? 

Luc.  You  can  think  of  no  other  Part  of  Nature. 

Col.  She  is  a  fine  Flower  ^ — —I  am  curious. 

L?4c.  Young  Man,  young  Man,  file  is  too  much  known  and 
admired  to  fall  to  thy  Share;  thou  wo’t  never  tranfplant  her, 
I  warrant. 

Col.  Who  knows  ?  tho’- (he  (brinks  like  the  cold  Plant  from 
my  Touch,  I  have  feen  her  open  to  the  Sun,  and  Coquette  it  with 
the  Gayeft. 

Luc.  I  will  tell  thee,  CoUn,^  (he  has  been  raifed  in  a  hot  Bed ; 
Che  is  delicate  and  tender,  not  fit  for  thee.  Thefe  Chamber- 
Maids,  thefe  Half-Gentlewomen,  make  the  oddeft  Wives  when, 
they  fall  into  the  hands  d^*  a  plain  Countryman,  and  that  they 
feldom  do ’till  the  Bloom  is  quite  gone;  like  our  fine  Fruit, 
when  they  have  withftood  the  Market,  they  either  fall  into  the 
Hands  of  Higlers,  or  come  back  to  us  again.— It  is  mighty  pret¬ 
ty  tho’  to  be  in  Love;  when  I  was  young,  I  remember  Dolly 
Mayfly  laid  hold  of  my  Heart,  we  tugg’d  for  it  a  good  while: 
—  She  was  a  Lafs  might  have  fliewn  her  Head  on  a  Holiday  with 
the  bed  of  ’em. 


AIR  I.  The  Logan  Water. 


My  Dolly  was  the  Snow-drop  fair,, 

Curling  Endive  was  her  Hair  ; 
tlhe  fragrant  Jeflamine,,  her  Breathy 
tVhite  Kidney-Beans,  her  even  l^eethi, 

^wo  Daifies  were  her  Eyes ; 

Her  Breafls  in  five  Hi  ng  Mujhrooms  rife; 

Her  IVaifl,  the ftr eight  and  upright  Fir; 

But  all  her  He  curt  was  Cucumber, 

And 
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And  what  could  Ido?  Love,  that  is,  Idlcnefs,  was  in  poITer- 
lion  of  me;  my  Strawberries  were  un water’d,  the  Melons 
dropt  from  their  Vines,  and  the  young  Orange-trees  were  un- 
houfed;  nothing  flourilTied  in  my  Garden  while  this  young 
Wench  was  in  my  Head.  Colin ^  this  is  ycur  Cafe,  the  Flow¬ 
ers  in  yon  Parterre  wither  for  w^ant  of  Water,  the  Rofes  and 
Lillies  perifli  without  Moifture. 


AIR  II.  Grand  Levuis^  let  thy  Pride  be  abated,  ^c. 


'  Colin.  Tou  complain  of  your  Rofes  and  Lillies  ; 


No  Rofes  or  Lillies  I  mind^ 

But  thofe  on  the  Face  of  my  Phillis, 
But  thofe  of  my  Phillis  unkind  : 
Forgive  then  an  amorous  Pafion^ 

Since  each  Man  on  this  Occajion 
Is  at  once  both  Idle  and  Blinds 

iiUd  Sfhefe  Rofes  and  Lillies^ 

‘fhefe  Pojies  of  Phillis, 

Are  merely  a  fanciful  Starts 
^his  Sting  of  Deftre 
Is  but  a  Sweet-Brier. 

And  by  Fools  it  is  call'd  Cupid V  Darty 

B 


Which 
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IVhich  vjhen  thou  art  marry^d  a  Seafon^ 

And  once  more  returned  to  thy  Reafoftj  j 
Will  prove  nothing  elfe  bid  Smart. 

Col.  Pray  tell  me,  Liicas.,  don’t  yon  think  our  old  Mailer 
Sir  Nicholas  is  a  little  proud,  and  peevifb,  and  humourfome  as 
it  were?  . 

Lttc.  O  plaguey  humourfome;  he  is  never  fo  pleas’d  as  when 
Folk  claw  him,  and  tell  him  how  rich  he  is  :  He  thinks,  for- 
footh,  becaufe  he  hath  Money,  that  he  is  ignorant  of  nothing; 
and  he  will  be  dirf61:ing  me  every  now  and  then,|  when  he  does 
not  know  the  Vine  of  a  Melon  from  that  of  a  Cucumber,  You 
know  our  young  Lady  is  to  be  marry’d  to-day. 

CoL  So  they  iay. 

Luc.  I  wifh  her  well ;  but  the  young  Couple,  it  feems,  have 
never  feen  one  another ;  nor  do  the  old  Ones  know,  but  by 
Report,  whether  their  Son,  that  is  to  be,  will  prove  a  Man  or 

a  Mgnkey.  It  has  been  made  up  by  the  old  Ones - —  the 

young  Man  is  but  juft  come  from  his  Travels.  ■ 

Col.  And  if  they  do  not  like  one  another—— 

Luc.  Why  then  I  will  tell  thee,  their  Fathers  may  as  well  ga 
about  to  graft  a  Pear  on  a  Fur^e-bufti;  butfo  they  fpread  their 
Muck,  they  mind  not  the  Ground. 


AIR  III.  Such  Command  o’er  my  Fate. 


Wou^d  you  fet  in  your  Soil 
A  fair  Tfultp^  or  RofCy 


With  Art,  and  with  L^oil^ 

The  frefb  Earth  you  compofe» 


When 
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When  a  Daughter  you  W 
Without  Culture^  or  Pain^ 

Ton  tofs  her  to  Bed 

To  fome  wealthy  dull  Swain  z 

But  your  Flow'*rs  will  all  fade  ^ 

And  your  Daughters  will  dye^ 

If  the  Soil Jbou^d  prove  had^ 

Or  unkind^  where  they  lye. 

(^om'e,  Colin.,  take  thy  Spade,  turn  the  Gravel  la  yon  VValk ; 
prune  thofe  Nedarins,  or  roll  the  Terrace;  don’t  let  os  idle 
away  our  Lives  like  thofe  Creatures  they  call  Gentlefolks, 
who  fcehi  to  be  born  only  to  eat,  and  drink,  and  fleep,  and 
do  nothing.  [^Exit  Lucas. 

Colin  alone. 

What  a  Bleffing  is  the  cool  Evening  of  Life!  This  happy 
old  Man  has  every  Paflion  under,  while  1  am.  tofs *d  and  agita¬ 
ted  continually.  O  Betty!  Betty !  ihe  treats  me  with  as  much 
haughty  Severity  as  if  ihe  were  a  Princels’;  whatever  ihe  is,  I 
am  furc  I  am  a  Slave;  all  the  Faculties  of  my  Soul  arc  em* 
ploy’d  on  this  one  Point.  - 

Enter  Brufli. 

Col.  Br^  — ^  have  you  taken  care,  as  1  Bad  you  ? 

Brujh.  Every  thing  will  be  ready  ;  but,  Sir,  with  Submif- 
fion - 1  own  I  am  not  very  deep - — 

C^>/.  What  puzzles  you  ? 

Brufi.  I  cannot  adminifter  your  Affairs  fo  heartily  nor  lb 
well,  if  I  am  not  let  into  the  Reafon  of  them. 

Col.  Explain. 

Brujh.  Why,  Sir,  I  have  in  purfuance  of  your  Command 
hired  a  Coach  and  Six  to  be  ready  at  Midnight,  to  run  away 
with  a  Lady  to  whom  you  were  to  be  marry’d  by  confent  of 
P'riends  on  all  fides,  this  very  Day,  before  Twelve  at  Noon  — 
This  is  a  little  dark,  Sir. 

Col.  Well,  Sir,  as  you  are  to  be  a  principal  Machine  in  the 
Execution,  it  is  neceflary  you  fliou’d  be  let  into  the  whole,  and 
Clearly:  *.  Know  then,  Mr.  Brujh.,  that  my  Friend  Hartwell  is 
over  Head  and  Ears  in  Love  with  Rofella  (the  fair  , One  to  whom 
my  Friends  had  allotted  me)  and  Rofella  has  bellow’d  in  return 
her  Heart  on  Heartwell;  in  a  word,  the  dear  Creatures  are  mu¬ 
tually  fmitten  and  engaged;  and  this  Rofella  has  ventur’d  to  do, 
contrary  to  the  exprefs  and  repeated  Commands  of  her  Father 
Sir  Nicholas  Wifeacre,  the  Lord  of  this  Manfion-hcufe  and 
Manor.  B  z  Brujh. 


^  The  FILLJQE  0?ERA.  AdlT 

Bmjb,  Rjght,  Sir. 

Col.  Now,  Sir,  tho’  the  Inheritance  is  convey’d  to  me,  I 
only  take  it  in  Truft  for  my  Friend;  and  therefore  I  have  en¬ 
gaged  to  throw  thefe  Lovers  into  each  other’s  Arms,  and  the 
Coach  and  Six  is  to  roll  away  with  us  all  together  at  Midnight. 

Brup.  This  is  Heroick.  But  why  are  you  fo.  averfe  to  this 
Match  your  felf?  ^  Rofella  is  a  fine  Woman,  and  her  Fortune 
and  Charader  unexceptionable. 

Col.  Sir,  will  you  be  pleas’d  to  know  juft  as  much  as  I  pleafe 
you  fliou’d,  and  no  farther  ? 

Brup.  I  have  done,  Sir  ■  '  there  v^ill  be  room  for  Four 
in  the  Coach,  Sir. 

Col.  And  what  then  ? 

Bmp.  I  fuppofe,  Sir^  MrSi  Betty  eiOpes  with  her  Lady. 

Coii  Is  that  necefiary  ? 

Bmfh.  Abfoluteiy,  according  to  all  Rules  in  Romance  ox 
Novel. 

AIR  IV.  Ye  Commons  and  Peers,  ^c. 


JVhenever  your  Game 
Is  to  fteal  off  the  Dame^ 

^ake  the  Chamber-maid  with  you.^  Iprayi 
IVith  Her  Sign  and  Seal.^ 

And pe'll  never  reveal.^ 

For  her  own  Sake.,  your  amorous  Play, 

Mrs.  Betty  is  a  fine  Woman ;  upon  my  Soul,  Sir,  ihe  is  a  very 
fine  Woman. 

Col.  You  like  her,  Brup\ 

Brup^  Ah!  Sir,  1  have  ligh’d  and  wilh’d  for  her  many  along 
Night  in  vain.  I  am  hardly  able,  Sir,  to  think  of  any  thing  elle. 
Why,  Sir,  fhe  has  fet  the  whole  Village  in  a  Flame,  and  if  you 
do  not  carry  her  05"  to-night,  it  will  be  in  Alhes  before  to-mor¬ 
row  Morning. 

Col.  She  has  a  mixture  both  of  the  Prude  and  the  Coquette, 
yet  whether  ftie  gives  Fain  or  Pleallire  no-body  prefumes  to 
claim  her ;  yet  fhe  never  ufes  her  Power  with  Infolence;  if  you 
feel  her,  it  is  as  if  you  feel  the  Principle  of  Light,  at  adiftance 
it  animates  with  genial  Warmth,  but  the. Glory  is  too  powerful 
when -near.  Brup^ 
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Brujh.  Ay,  Sir,  fhe  is  jufl:  fo;  and  if  I  had  Words  like  you, 
I  coil’d  tell  you  fhe  is - - 

Col.  Enough!,  take  particular  Care  as  I  have  diredled  you, 
that  every  thing  be  ready  at  T welve  this'  Evening. 

Brujh.  But  where  are  we  to  take  up  yii.Heartvjdl}  He  goes 
with  us,  it  feems 

Col.  I  am  to  let  him  in  at  the  Gate  which  opens  into  the 
Road  from  the  Vineyard  :  Heartvjell  has  given  Kojclla  notice, 
and  (he  and  Betty  will  be  pundlual. 

Brup.  Ay,  I  warrant.  Sir,  the  Ladies  will  be  pundlual. 

Col.  Be  you  fo  too ;  remember  all  your  Materials,  the  Lad¬ 
der  of  Ropes,  the  dark  Lanthorn,  and  every  thing  neceffary 
for  an  Elopement. 

Brup.  Dear  Sir,  do  you  think  I  wou’d  undertake  an  Affair 
of  this  kind  without  my  Tool-;?  depend  upon  me,  Sir;  and  lince 
1  am  to  GondudI:  this  Bafinefs — i— 

Col.  you  prate  too  much,  I  think. 

Brup.  Lord,  Sir,  the  befl  General  in  the  World  can  never 
ihow  himfelf  but  fn  Adlion  or  in  Words. 

Col.  Away!  i  hear  old  away!  Brufh. 

Colin  alone. 

The  little  Tyrdnt  who  has  poffeffion  of  me,  is  abrolute  tooj 
where-ever  (he  appears^  the  approaching  Moments  promife  me 
Joys  i  never  knew  before;  at  the  fame  time  that  I  oblige  my 
Friend,  I  fiiall  converle  with  my  little  Enchantrefs,  look  into 
her  Eyes,  her  Heart,  examine  of  what  Materials  that  beautiful 
living  Luftre  is  compofed. 


AIR.  V.  Sawny  Wins  tall ^  ^c. 


Hope^  thou  Murje  of  young  Dejire^ 

Fairy  Promifer  of  yov^ 

Beauteous  Projped,  Glovj-vjorra  Fire^ 

Delighf/ing.^  never  taownio  doy^  Kin4 
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Kind  Deceiver^  flatter  fillip 
Let  me  be  in  Wijhes  hlefl\ 

My  Breafl  with  fancy"* d  Pleafures  fitly 
jind  RaptureSy  tho*  in  Dreams  poffefs^d. 

Sir  Nicholas  and  Lady  Wife  acre  are  on  the  Terrace;  I  mu/I 
retire,  or  I  /ball  be  ask’d  a  thoufand  impertinent  Queftions,  and 
my  Head  and  my  Heart  are  at  this  time  both  too  full,  to  bear 
to  be  broke  in  upon.  {Exit  Colin. 

Enter  Sir  Nicholas  and  Lady  Wifeacre. 

ha.  Wife.  Methinks  it  is  pity  but  the  young  Folks  had  feeii 
one  another  before  Marriage. 

Sir  Nich.  No,  Wife,  no;  ’tis  Cent, per  Cent,  better  as  it  is; 
and  I  have  done  wifely,  very  wifely. 

La.  Wife.  No  doubt  on’t,  Sir  Nicholasy  you  have  done  very 
wifely ;  only  I  fay  in  cafe  they  (hou’d  not  like  one  another. 

Sir  Nich.  Why,  I  wou’d  have  it  fo,  they  /hou’d  not  like  one 
another. 

La.  Wife^  As  you  fay,  Sir  NichotaSy  it  might  be  better;  for 
if  they  fhou’d  be  a  fond  Couple,  the  firft  Child,  they  fay,  will 
prove  a  Fool. 

Sir  Nich.  Not  fo  neither;  that  is  an  idle  Tale,  Wife;  but  I 
wou’d  have  them  go  cooly  into  Matrimony,  with  as  much  in¬ 
difference  as  if  they  had  been  legally  joined  half  an  Age  ;  I 
wou’d  not  have  them,  as  the  Cuftom  is,  to  flump  at  once  out 
of  the  Honey-moon  into  Averfion. 

La.  Wife,  As  you  fay,  Sir  NicholaSy  a  warm  Pallion  at  firft 
is  not  fo  well,  and  it  wou’d  be  right—— 

’  Sir  Nich.  How  do  you  know  it  wou’d  be  right }  How  Ihou’d 
a  Woman  know  any  thing  that  is  right  ?  ’Tis  Fifty  to  One,  j 
Wife,  that  you  are  never  in  the  right.  j 

La^  Wife.  That  may  be,  Sir  Nicholas for  I  always  agree  with  I 
you  in  every  thing.  | 

Sir  Nieh.  Well,  well,  thou  art  an  innocent  Stupe,  a  poor 
tame  Bird,  and  mean’ll  no  harm.  I  wonder  much  we  hear  no¬ 
thing  of  Sir  Witliamy  and  Mr.  Freeman  my  Son-in-Law  that 
jrto  be;  this  is  the  Day  appointed,  and  if  they  do  not  come. — - 

Ld.  IVife.  It  is  true.  Sir  Nicholasy  the  Canonical  Hour  may 
be  pad.  , 

Sir  Nich.  Why,  let  it  be  pad ;  thou  art  fo  wife.  Wife! .  Why 
let  ft-  be  pad ;  if  I  pleafe  the  Parfon  (hall  marry  them,  at  Mid- 
nighr,  provided  the  Bridegroom  appears. 

La.  Indeed,  as  you  fay,  if  he  fliould  not  come. 

Sir  Nich.  Why,  I  fhall  find  as  good  a  Bargain  for  the 
Wench,  fomewhere  elfe  :  why,  what,  die  has  but  40c/.  a  Year 

Jointure, 
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Joincure^.for  5*000 /.  The  Provifion  for  younger  Children  Indeed 

will  hamper  him,  by  that  time  he  comes  toTe  Forty: - - 

Hum! - take  it  all  together,  I  think  it  may  come  out  pretty 

well— But  Wife,  while  this  thing  hangs  thus  in  Sufpence,  I 
have  the  care  of  a  Girl’s  Virtue  upon  me,  a  juicy,  buxom, 
young  Wench  of  Sixteen;  I  wifh  She  and  the  Money  were 
both  fairly  out  of  my  Houfe. 


,'AIR  VI.  Almanza. 


^ 'a  j 

FI-  -i—r 

A  huxGm  young  Daughter 
Makes  many  Mouths  water ^ 

And  the  Fops  all  around  her  will  [park  it  ^ 

^hey  fay  "^tis  a  T^reafiirCy 
But  gives  us  no  P/eafure^ 

^Till  Daughters  are  brought  to  fair  Market, 

While  our  Cajh  is  in  Chefl, 

We  are  never  at  refl^ 

For  Robbers  are  ev*ry  where  loofe^  Sir  ; 

Our  Girls.^  and  our  PurfeSy 
Are  nothing  hut  CurfeSy 
^Till  they  both  are  put  out  to  good  Ufcy  Sir, 

Enter  Betty. 

Bettyy  fo !  how  does  my  Daughter  this  Morning,  this  happy 
Morning?  ' 

.  Betty.  Sht  does  not  think  it  fo,  I  believe. 

Sir  Nich.  I  will  make  her  think  it  fo,  I  believe;  but  what 
particular  Reafon  has  flie } 

.  Betty.  Why,  flie  does  not  know  whether  the  Perfon  Ihe  is  to 
Miarry,  is  a  Man  or  a  Monller. 

Sir  Nich.  Hum  !  Mrs.  Pert;  flie  knows  (he  is  to  be  married; 
ihe  knows  flie  is  to  have  a  Husband;  a  wife  Woman  fliou Id  not 
think  of  the  Perfon  flie  marries,  but  of  the  Privileges  flie  is  to 
Mjoy  by  the  Contra<9: :  An  Englijh  Wife  is  as  arbitrary  as  a 
Turkijh  Husband,  and  has  unlimited  Dominion,  if  flie  knows 
how  to  ufe  it. 

B  4 


la.  Wife.^ 
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ha.  Wife.  Indeed  now,  Sir  Nicholas^  I  am. apt  to  think  — 

Sir  Nich.  You  are  not  apt  to  think,  you  cannot  think,  you 
never  did  think.  Heark-ye,  Betty!  I  believe  that  Dog 
well  is  in  my  Girl’s  Head  ftilL 

iPetty.  Really,  Sir,  I  can  not  fay. 

Sir  “Nich.  Really,  Mifs,  you  won’t  fay;  if  he  comes  near 
my  Houfe  I  will  fhoot  him;  I  wou’d  as  certainly  fetch  him 
down  as  a  Kite  from  my  Dove-houfe,  a  Poaching  Rafcal. 

Betty.  My  poor  young  Lady,  Sir,  h  inconfoleable - - 

Sir  Nich.  Read  a' Romance  to  her,  and  comfort  her;  fhe  has 
heard' of  Lovers  in  Diftrefs,  and  is  ading  Her  Part  I  war¬ 
rant. 

Betty.  It  is  hard,  never  to  have  feen  the  Perfon  (he  is  to  be 
marry’d  to. 

Sir  Nich.  Hard  !  why,  I  have  never  feen  him,  nor  her  Mo¬ 
ther;  why  is  it  harder  on  her  than  on  us? 

■  Betty.  If  he  fhoii’d  prove  difagreeabie. 

Sir  Nich.  The  Title  to  his  Eftate  is  as  clear  as  any  Man’s. 

Betty.  She  may  be  for  ever  unhappy-. 

Sir  Nich.  There  is  a  Pfoviiion  for.feparate  Maintenance. 

Betty.  Lie  may  be  biutaL  provoking,  unjuft. 

Sir  Nich.  She  may  bear  it;  or  if  Hie  does  not  care  to  bear  it, 
why,  the  Women  will  inftrudl:  her  in  the  Revenge  which  fhall 
be  lafl:  in  fafliion.  Heark-ye !  let  us  have  a  fwinging  Sack-Pof- 
fet  at  Night;  let  there  be  plenty  of  Harts-horn  Jellies  and 
Sweet- meats  :  Hqofewife,  let  there  be  Sweat-meats  in  a- 
bundarxe-— — But  I  profefs  I  am  fomewhat  uneafy  that  SkWiU 
liar/2  and  the  young  Squire  are  not  arrived.  Come,  Wife,  we 
will  ftep  into  the  Village  and  amufe  our  felves  there,  ’till  the 
young  Gentleman  comes.  There  is  a  Statute  it  feems  held  there 
to-day,  a  Fair  for  hiring  Servants ;  I  think  the  Confufion  my 
Family  is  in  at  prefent  will  oblige  me  to  hire  fome  new  Ser¬ 
vants  very  fliortly^ — -however,  Wife,  we  v^iW  fee  what  the 
Market  affords.  '[Etc.  Sir  Nich.  aftd  La.  Wife® 

Enter  Rofella. 

Betty.  A  hard-headed  Dolt!  no  Body  can  ftir  tHe  Blood  of 
this  ReftifF  Animal -  —  O  Madam!,  how  do  you  find  your 
Self? 

Rof  On*/  out  of  my  Wits,  out  of  every  Princely  Wit  I 
have  in  the  World,  for  Joy,  Girl. 

Bern.  This  is  fudden!  1  left  you  in  Tears:  Good  For¬ 
tune* - — 

Rof  Is  arrived,  is  come,  is  here;  here  in  my  Hand,  Betty; 
I  have  kifs’d  it  a  thoufand  times ;  ask’d  it  a  thoufand  Queftions; 
read  it  over  and  over;  got  it  by  Heart;  talk’d  to  it  as  a  Friend, 
a  Lover,  a  Deliverer.  Betty. 
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Betty.  From  Heartvjelll  let  me  read  it,  and  fhareyour  Joy. 

Rof.  Attend  a  Moment.  You  have  promis’d  me  you  wou’d 
rifque  your  Fortunes  with  me  ;  the  Hour  is  come  to  try  all 

your  ProfefTions ; - if  you  prove  faithful - but  you  cannot 

fee  falfe;  I  fee  in  your  Eyes  you  confent,  they  tell  me  you  will 
elope  with  meat  Twelve  this  Evening;  the  Coach  will  attend 
pundually  at  the  Garden-Gate,  that  opens  into  the  Road  from 
the  Vineyard;  the  Horfes,  Servants,  Lanrhorns,  Rope-Lad¬ 
ders,  Band  boxes,  Bundles,  Lovers,  all  will  be  there,  Girl,  as 
you  may  fee  in  the  Contents.  \Throvjs  the  Letter  to  her. 


AIR  VII.  Jack^s  Health, 


At  "Lwehe  of  the  Nighty 
When  the  Moon  fiines  bright^ 

With  my  Lover  I  pall  he  a  Gadder  \ 
ril  fteal  from  the  Houfe^ 
the  Arms  of  my  Spoufe^ 

T^ho*  my  Father  grows  madder  and  madder. 
Flo  matter  for  Keys.,  no  matter  for  Locks., 
For  Love,  fubile  Love,  all  Objiacles  mocks ; 
Idben  hey  I  for  the  Bundle,  and  the  Band-box^ 
And  not  forgetting  the  Ladder, 


Betty.  Now  your  Joy  has  run  you  a  little  out  of  Breath,  I 
may  club  a  word  or  two  ;  do  you  really  deugn  to  go  od’  to¬ 
night  > 

'  Rof.  I  do. 

Betty. 
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And  to  leave  your  Parents,  and  the  Husband  they  de- 
fign’d  for  you,  in  the  Lurch  ? 

Rof.  Moft  certainly. 

Beu^.  You  forget  this  Husband  is  coming,  and  you  muft  be 
marry’d  to-day. 

Ro[.  I  defign  to  be  very  fick,  and  to  put  it  off. 

Betty,  And  if  they  infift  — 

Rof,  I  break  abfolutely ;  I  refufe  to  confent. 

Betty.  I  am  anfwer’d.  Now,  Madam,  as  to  my  owti  Af¬ 
fairs ;  if  1  take  Wing  with  you,  you  muft  own  I  leave  a  mighty 
Empire  behind  me. 

Rof.  It  is  true,  the  Heart  of  every  Clowm  in  thi^  Village  is 
abfolutely  thine. 

Betty.  Then  I  facrifice  to  my  Vanity,  at  leail.' 

Rof.  What  Vanity.^  to  be  Queen  of  Clod-poles?  but  thy 
Heart  has  a  little  Hole  in  it  too,  I  think. 

Betty.  It  is  too  true. 

Rof.  Ay !  there  is  a  Story  of  a  Stage-Coach,  and  a  young  Fel  ¬ 
low  who  robb’d  you  of  your  Heart  like  a  very  Highwayman  on 
the  Road;  come,  tell  rtie  the  little  Novel,  tho^lhave  heard  it 
a  thoufand  times.  ' 

Betty.  When  I  came  laft  downin  the  Stage-Coach,  this  Gen¬ 
tleman’s  Chaife  broke,  and  he  was  obliged  to  take  a  Place  with 
us  to  purfue  his  Journey.  ‘  ‘  ^ 

Rof.  Go  on. 

Betty.  I  have  a  Fluttering  here,  that' — that you  will, 
forgive  me. 

Rof.  Dear,  poor  Thing,  thou  haftit  indeed  ! 

Betty.  Except  in  that  one  Man,  the  Freedom  and  Gaiety  of 
my  Mind  has  never  been  broke  in  upon. 

Rof.  You  neither  know  his  Name  or  Quality  ? 

Betty.  Neither,  nor  fhall  ever  fee  him;  but  no  matter;  or  if 
1  fliou’d  fee  him,  our  Circumftances  are  fo  unequal,  it  might 
be  attended  with  worfe  Confaquences. 

Rof.  This  Qualm  comes  over  you  but  feldom,  and  this  Fel¬ 
low— — 

Betty.  1  often  endeavour  to  lhake  him  off,  but  Cnfid  perches 
on  a  Corner  of  my  Heart,  and  laughs  at  the  Attempt. 

Poor  Thing? 

Bettv,  I  Coquette,  Smile,  Sing,  Laugh,  Dance,  play  a  thou¬ 
fand  Tricks  to  catch  cv’n  the  loweft  Clown;  but - fliall  I 

tell  you  what  I  never  yet  reveal’d? 

Rof.  Out  with  it, 

Betty.  There  is  a  thing  that  appears  to  me  now  and  then  in 
the  Garden,  and  frights  me  out  of  my  Wits. 

R(f.  Coi^n! 

Betty, 
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Betty^  Colin, 

Ref.  1  have  feen  you  turn  pale,  and  (hake,  while  1  have 
;alk’d  with  him. 

Betty:  He  is  Ip  like  the  young  Fellow  in  Red,  who  firft 
play’d  the  Devil  with  my  Heart,  ihat  it  trembles  at  "his  Name. 


AIR  VII J.  Polwart  on  the  Green. 


^he  trembling  Pulfe  discovers 
^he  Fever  in  the  Blood \ 
Such  is  the  State  of  Lovers^ 
Inconflant  as  the  Flood.  ■ 

Now  fwelling  flows  the  Tide 
Again^  it  Ebbs  as  low\ 

So  Love  my  Soul  dividing^ 

From  Pkafure,  finks  to 


AIR 


The  VILLAGE  OPERA.  Aa  L 

AIR  rX.  Sweet  are  the  Charms  of  her  I  love,  lAc. 


Rof.  0h\  tell  us^  Cupid,  heavenly  Boy^ 
Gentle  God  of  foft  Dejire ; 


Why.  doji  thou  mix  with  Pain  thy  Joy} 
And  'various  Pajfions  thus  injpire! 

Say,  when  the  Soul  in  Rapture  ftrays^ 

Deluded  with  its  eafy  Thrall ; 

\  . 

Love!  does  this  thy  Triumph  raife. 
To  dafi  the  p leafing  Cup  with  Gall} 


Rof.  There  is  - - 

Betty.  V/ho?  t 

Rof.  Colin.  You  colour,  Girl ;  why  fo  frighted? 

Betty.  Colour!  why,  that  Fellow  is  the  Ghoft  of — -I 
don’t  know  who  ;  let  us  run  in;  for  there  is  no  flaying  longer  in 
a  Place  where  Spirits  v/alk  at  Noon-day.  \_Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E  IL  the  Road  before  the  Houfe. 

Cloddy,  followed  by  Sufan  holding  his  Frock, 

■Sh fan,  C  toddy !  C loddy ! 

CW.  WeH,  and  what  faya  you? 

Nay,  if  you  are  in  ha(k,  you  may  go. 

Ciod.  Well,  let  me  hear  then — — 

6'uf.  I  will  bear  it  no  longer. 

Clod.  What  wou’t  thou  not  bear  ? 

Suf.  I  have  gi’^en  my  Lady  Warning:  I  will  live  no  longer 
in  a  Houfe  where  I  am  ufed  fo  by  my  Fellow-Servants. 

Clod.  Why,  who  hurts  you? 

Suf.  You,  and  your  Favourite  Mrs.  Betty. 

Clod.  Look  ye,  Sukey.^  take  a  Fool’s  Counfel ;  don’t  ye  turn 
Grub,  and  fall  out  with  your  Provender:  what  iho’  1  did  fancy 
you  once,  mayhap  I  may  have  changed  my  Mind;  did  you  ne¬ 
ver  change  your  Mind  ? 

Suf.  Thou  knoweft,  cruel  Man,  how  true  I  have  always 
been  to  thee. 

Clod.  Humph!  I  mind  well  when  you  were  as  fond  of 
Hobmol,,  when  you  ran  wood  about  the  Grounds  after  him* 
too ;  Folk  wou’d  ha  thought  you  had  been  bit  by  the  Breefe. 

Suf  To  be  left  for  a  fine-finger’d  Minx  !  urn’  (he  will  make 
a  rare  Wife,  I  warrant.  What  is  Che  fit  for,  but  to  quill  a  Gap, 
or  pin  a  Gown  ;  to  make  Jellies,  or  whip  Creams;  and  yet  Che 
murt  ride,  forfooth,  in  the  Coach  with  my  Lady,  and  is  hardly 
fulfer’d  to  foil  her  Fingers:  What  is-lhe  fit  for? 

Clod.  She  may  be  fit  for  as  much  as  you;  dan’t  you  difparage 
your  Betters,  Sukey  ~  If  that  will  vex  you  then,  I  do  like  her, 

I  do.  ■  '  • 

Suf  Ah,  cruel  Cloddy !  after  what  has  pafs’d  between  us  — 

Clod.  No  matter,  fince  you  are  fo  reftiff;  good  buy  ~ 

Suf.  Well,  if  we  muft  part,  let  us  part  fairly;  you  have  gi¬ 
ven  me  fome  Prcfcnts,  and  Tokens  that  I  thought  to  remember 
you  by;  but  fince  I  muft  lo —  lole  you  [^fobhing.^  I  do  notde— 
defire  to  keep  any  thing  that  belongs  to  you —  and  1  hope  you 
will  do  the  fame,  that  there  may  be  nothing  between  us. 

Clod.  With  all  my  Heart ;  I  defire  only  the  fair  thing,  that  is 
for  a  certain. 


AIR 
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A  I R  X.  Near  the  famons  Town  of  Reading, 
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—  ^ - *  ^  J-  G-^ . 

Suf.  Lake  again  this  Ivory  Knife j 
I  Jhall  never  be  thy  IVife, 

Lhis^  they  faid,  won* d prove  my  Bane^ 
Lhis  has  cut  our  Love  in  twain. 


Clod.  Lake  thy  Comb-cafe^  take  thy  Ferrety 
Round  my  Knee  Vll  never  wear  ip', 

Lake  thy  Bax  of  fhtning  Steely  f 

uind  thy  Stopper.  Sue,  farewell. 

And  my  Heart  I  wQU*d  reflore^  ’ 
alasl  ^tis  mine  'no  rnore'^ 

For  .on  lafi  Allhallows  Day 
Betty  Jiole  it  quite  away. 


*7 
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AIR  XII.  The  fame  Tune  with  AIR  X. 

Suf.  See  the  S'tx-^ence  that  we  hroke^ 
my  Breafl  a  fatal  Stroke  \ 

*Lh(?  the  fever'^d  Silver  jow^ 

Lhou  wotCt  never  more  be  mine. 

Perjured  Swain,  then  m^iji  we  part\ 

Clod.  Betty  only  has  my  Heart, 

Suf.  ------  Mnfl  we  part  ? 

Clod.  Betty  only  has  my  Heart.  [They  fb  off  feverally. 


SCENE  in.  the  Village. 

A  Country  Mopy  or  Sterlute^  that  is^  a  Sort  of  a  Faif 

•where  Servants  are  hired 'y  little  Sheds  with  Toys^  &c. 

among  the  T rees  upon  a  Green  5  Maids  and  Men  ranged 

on  eac,h  Side  to  he  hired,  Two  Gentlemen  in  Ridingp 
Habits  examining  the  Servant s\ 

Enter  Sir  Nicholas  and  Lady  Wifeacre. 

Sir  Nich.  So,  fo !  the  Boys  and  the  Girls  have  all  ranged 
themfelves  here  already,  I  fee,  in  exad  Order.  Gome,  Wife, 
let  us  take  a  Turn  thro*  the  Mop,  and  furveythem;  I  think 
I  (hall  have  occafion  for  fome  new  Domefticks,  fhortly ;  come 
along. 

1  Gent.  Are  thefe  Servants,  fay  you?  and  to  be  hired? 

2  Gent.  Ay  ;  once  a  Year  they  meet  here  in  this  manner. 
This  muft  have  an  odd  Appearance  to  People  not  ufed  to  this 
manner  of  taking  Servants. 

1  Gent.  How  fweer,  how  innocent,  how  frefli  the  Girls 
look ! 

2  Gent.  Ay,  if  Coll.  Fulture  was  here,  he  wou’d  hire  the 
whole  Female  Market  for  the  Ufe  of  himfelf  and  his  Friends. 

I  Gent.  What  is  thy  Nam?,  my  Dear  ? 

Suf.  Sufan  Holiday,  an’  it  pleafe  you. 

1  Gent.  And  what  is  thy  proper  Bafinefs? 

Suf.  I  milk  the  Kine,  and  manage  the  Dairy. 

2  Gent.  And  what  Wages  dolt  thou  demand? 

Suf.  If  I  ferve  you  from  Martlemas  to  Martlemas,  I  will 
have  Fifty  Shillings :  Farmer  Turf  o’  the  Lees  gaven  as  much 
laft  Year;  and  Sir  Nicholas  at  the  Hall-FIoufe  never  offers  iefs. 

I  Gent. 
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I  Gent,^  Bat  thou  art  too  pretty,  my  Dear,  to  wafte  thy 
whole  Life  in  milking  Cows,  and  churning  Butter;  I  cou’d 
find  better  Employment  for  you.  .  . 

Suf.  Ah !  you  jeer  one  now,  fo  you  do.. 

I  GeaL  Will’t  thou  go  with  me  to  London  ? 

Suf.  No  indeed  will  I  not. 

I  Gent.  Why  fo  ? 

Suj'.  ’Caule  you  Londoners  gcittcn  aTrick,  as  they  fayn’j 
of  hiring  Maids  only  to  make  them  no  Maids. 

I  Gent.  O  fye !  .  .  .  -  .  . 

SuJ.  And  wfren  you  cannot  have  your  wicked  Wills  by  fa'r 
means,  you  heat  them,' and  ravifli  them.  ’ 

1  Gent.  How ! 

Suf.  Ay,  and  then  turn  ’em  out  of  Doors,  and  fell  ’em  to' 
wicked  Old  Women. 

1  Gent.  Oh  terrible!  you  have  been  mif-informed. 

2  Gent.  Hum!  what  pretty  Filly  is  this? 

1  Gent,  Are  you  to  be  Lett  or  Sold,  my  beautiful  little  Pad? 

2  Gent.  She  has  an  excellent  Forehand. 

1  Gent.  Very  well  let  down,  and  treads  firm  on  her  Pa- 
Herns.  . 

^Matd,  Let  me  go,  will  you ;  I  will  be  neither  Let  nor  Hired 
to  you,  fo  1  won’t.  Thefe  are  your  Jockey  Folks,  Sufan.^  they 
think  they  are  hiring  Horfes. 

2  Gent.  Well,  and  what  is  thy  Employment? 

Maid.  Look  ye,  I  willanfwer  you  no  Queftions,  fo  I  won’t; 
if  you  flay  till  the  Gut-Scrapers  ftrike  up,  mayhap  you  may  hear 
what  we  are,  and  what  we  can  do. 

1  Gent.  Thefe  are  a  Parcel  of  brave  lufiy  Fellows; 

2  Gent.  Ay,  the  Beef  and  Pudding  of  the  Land,  well 
nured. 

•  I  Gent.  Who  is  this  half-ftarved  Creature,  with  a  Roll  of 
Parchment  in  his  Hand  ? 

2  Gent.  What  art  thou? 

Stezu.  A  Steward. 

1  Gent.  A  Steward,  and  fo  thin  and  poor!  he  muft  be  aii 
honeft  Fellow. 

2  Gent.  He  carries  the  vifible  Tokens  of  it  about  him. 

1  Gent.  I  fancy,  Fdend,  I  cou’d  recommend  you  to  th# 
Service^of  a  very  hqnefl  Gentleman,  and  one  whofe  large  Eftate 
is  the  lead  of  his  Qualifications. 

StezLf.  Has  he  a  very  large  Eftate  ? 

2  Gent.  There  are  nor  many  greater;  but  then  he  is  fo  pun- 
61ual  in  his  Accounts,  fo  regular,  his  Oeconomy  fo  exadl  and 
juft  — 


Stew. 
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Sum.  I  thank  you,  Sir ;  but  I  never  do  deal  with  thefe  Sort 
of  people.  Regularity,  Oeconamy,  quotha!  No,  no,  poor  as 
1  look,  Sir,  thin  as  I  may  feem  to  you,  I  have  a  fmall  Pittance, 
about  a  Plumb  and  a  Half,  induftrioufly  cplleded  by  taking 
Land  to  Nurfe,  and  calling  up  other  People’s  Accounts. 

I  Gent,  Oh!  are  you  that  worthy  Perfon?  I  have  heard  your 
Chara61er;  and  how  might  you  contrive  to  pick  up  this  little 
Pittance  ? 

Stevj.  Why,  Sir,  when  any  Gentleman  is  uneafy  in  his  Af¬ 
fairs,  I  take  his  Ellate  intv>  my  PolTeflion;  I  allow  him  a  Pen- 
fiot^  out  of  it ;  I  rack  his  Tenants,  cheat  his  Creditors,  Heal  his 
Timber,  ftarve  his  Servants  j and  keep  him  conllantly  in  Debt  to 
me -with  his  own  Money,  which  I  lend  him  at  about  lo  pr 
Gent.  Difcount  :  This  keeps  him  humble;  this  makes  him  pli¬ 
ant  and  lilent.  And  thus, -Sir,  as  I  faid,  I  find  my  own  Ac¬ 
count  in  calling  up  other  People’s.  The  Liking  you  took  to 
me,  Gentlemen,  you  fee,  has  open’d  my  Heart,  thrown  me  in¬ 
to  a  frank  Humour,  and  1  have  difcover’d  the  Arts  of  my  Pro-^ 
felfion  to  you. 

1  Gent.  You  are  a  compleat  Atithnietician, 

Stew.  Not  much  of  that.  Sir ;  all  I  do  is  by  Addition  and 
^uWlra^ion. 

1  Gent.  Heark j  the  Fiddles ! - Let  tis  attend  this  out-of-the- 

way  Confort. 


AIR  Xlir.  In  ouf  Country,  Sa 


Dairy-M.  I  milk  your  Cows'^ 

Houfe-M.  -  /  clean  your  Houfe; 

Landry-M.  Tour  Linnen  I  wajh^  and  t"whHen\ 
Husbandm./ P/ow,  and  1  Mow  \  - 
Hind,  -  ------  I  Reap.,  and  1  Sow  ^ 

Gard.  If  your  Garden  you  take  Delight  Wy 

I  Pruney  and  I  Plant. 

Chor.  -------  What  Servant  you  want 

For  your  Field.,  or  Houfey  or  Dairy ; 

If  you  chufe  herey  you  need  not  fear  y 
*That  you^ll  every  you'll  ever  mifearryn 
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Groom.  Toehold  a  good  Groom^ 

Cook.  a  Cook  ruffian  Sinner ; 

Groom.  Tour  Horfes  I  drefs  i 

Cook.  your  Dinner. 

,  With  Soups  and  Ragoufts  your  dead  Palates  I pleafey 
Aiid  drive  down  your  Throats  the  pie  ajing  Difeafe. 
Butler.  Tour  Wine  I  Refine  y  and  your  Napkins  I  Pinch ; 


Coachm.  /  rattle y  -whip  Cattle y  and  drive  to  an  Inch, 


AIR  XIV.  An  Old  Woman  Lame  and  Blind,  ^c. 


Stew.  /  am  Paul  Pillage, 

I  live,  in  yon  Village ; 

If  you  give  me  an  Annual  Fee^ 

With  this  little  Scrolly 
An  Inch  anting  Rent- Roily 
/  engage  your  good  Steward  to  be. 
Tour  AcreSy  and  Purfcy 
I  take  me  to  Nurfcy 
While  you  from  all  .Trouble  are  free% 
‘‘Till  by  dint  of  AccounfSy .  _ 
Toun yearly  Amounts 
Shall  all  be  transferPd  o^er  ta  me y  to  me^ 


AIR 


I 
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AIR  XV.  T\\t  Ahhoto^  Canterbury, 


XI 


r  Of  all  Servants  here^s  Choice‘s  pretty  Maids^jollyBoys^ 
Chorus  j  7ake^  and ufe  us^  andpro've^  a  whole  Monthjor yqur  Love^ 
of  all.  ^  How  much  we  deferve,  and  how  well  we  canferve ; 

-  IVe  ne^er  from  our  Faith ^  or  our  Duty  will fwerve^ 


The  End  of  the  Firjl  AB, 
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A  C  T  IL  S  C  E  N  E  i 


SCENE  the  Road  before  the  Houfe^ 

Brufh  alone. 

SURELY  I  was  not  born  to  longe  away  my  Hours  m  the^ 
lazy  and  low  Roguery  of  a  Footman;  this  enterprizing 
Spirit  of  mine  wou’d  have  (hone  in  high  Life,  it  might  have 
blaz’d  in  Publick,  and  (hewn  a  Genius  for  general  Plunder. 
My  Qualifications  lye  dead  for  want  of  Opportunity  to  exert 
them:  I  am  virtuous  only  for  want  of  a  laudable  Temptation; 
for  I  feci,  by  Certain  Symptoms,  that  could  I  finda  Prize  worth 
feizing,  my  Brute  wou’d  take  the  Snaffle  in  his  Teeth,  and  run 
full  fpeed  away  with  me:  But  the  Booty  muft  be  a  good  one; 
for  I  have  obferved ,  your  fmall  Felons  only  fufier,  Vermin  who 
Plunder  to  £ao 

»-  •  •  *■  **  . 

A I R  XVi.  Pinks  and  Lillie.s-,  ^cl 


IVoH^d  you  he  the^  Man  in  Fajhion^ 
And  prove  Wealthy,  Safe,  and  lVife\ 
Indulge  each  fordid  PaJfton\ 

Virtue,  Learning,  Fame  defpife  ? 

Be  rapacious,  florid,  bold; 

Sell  and  barter  all  for  Gold. 

Tet  the  triple  Tree  ne^er  groaned 
With  an  Hundred  Thoufand  Pounds 


inter 
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.  Enter  File,  meeting  Brulh, 

Brujb.  File  I  my  Friend  F/7^  /  ?  rr  /.  t 

File.  Brupj  l  my  Boy  Brup  /  3  ^  ^ 

Brup.  My  Dear,  I  have  not  feen  thee  fo  long,  I  really 
thought  thou  hadft  taken  a  Voyage  to  the  IVefl-Indies.,  for  the 
Good  of  the  Publick. 

File.  You  know  I  always  finned  above  Tranfportation;  but 
I  have  efcaped  Morrifing  feveral  times  fince  I  have  had  the  Ho¬ 
nour  of  feeing  thee ;  and  my  laft  Road  Adventure  had  like  to 
have  proved  my  laft  indeed. 

Brttfb.  How  fo,  good  Sir? 

File.  Why,  I  was  trotting  on  as  ufual,  in  a  penlive  Humour, 
when  I  faw  a  good  plain  fubftantial-lopking  Man  padding  it  a- 
•loag  pretty  near  me;  1  rode  up  to  him,  with  a  Defign  only  to 
fatisfy  my  Guriofity,  and  enquire  after  a  little  News;  among 
other  Difeourfe  I  mention’d  to  him,  and  fliew’d  him  a  fine  Pair 
of  Piftols  I  was  fond  of,  on  the  Sight  of  which  he  immediate¬ 
ly  pull’d  out  his  Purfe,  and  .made  me  a  Compliment  of  it.  Wo 
parted  in  the  politeft  manner ;  yet  after  this  the  Brute  raifed  the 
Country  upon  me;  ay,  and  the  hard-mouth’d  Dog fwore Point- 
blank  I  robb’d  him  :  Upon  which  I  was  equipp’d  with  a  Stone 
Doublet,  to  which  I  was  forced  to  ufe  fome  Violence  in  the 
Night-time,  and  take  my  Leave  abruptly  :  Now  this  Adventure 
made  me  think  a  little. 

Brup.  You  have  not  been  fo  curious  after  News  upon  the 
Road  fince  ? 

File.  No,  Faith,  I  have  taken  Service  again :  And  are  you 
once  more,  in  the  Party-colour’d  Regiment  of  la2y  Lo- 

cufts  too } 

Brup.  Ay,  I  am  an  honorary  Rogue,  like  thee;  but  I  ferv^ 
a  Maiier  quite  out  of  his  Wits ;  a  Projedtor,  and  in  Love. 

F/Ve..  Then  your  Life  may  be  a  little  irregular. 

Brujh.  Whither  are  you  bound  ^ 

File.  To  this  Houfe. 

Brup.  S\t  Nicholas  IVifeacre^s'^. 

File.  The  fame;  his  Daughter  was  this  very  Day  to  have  been 
married  to  the  Son  of  my  very  good  Friend  and  MafterSir/F/7- 
Fa»t  Freeman. 

Brup.  Hah !  you  furprize  me ! 

File.  Why  fo? 

Brup.  Becaufe  I  do  young  Mr.  Freeman  the  Honour  of  at¬ 
tending  his  Perfon  in  the  Quality  of  Valet;  he  is  now  in  this 
Houfe  in  the  Difguife  of  a  Gard’ner,  in  order  to  run  away  with 
Rofella  at  T welve  this  Night,  and  I  have  provided  a  Coach  for 
the  Purpofe. 

C  3  File. 
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File,  Whom  wou’d  he  run  away  with?  the  Woman  he  is  to 
marry ! 

Bmp.  The  very  Woman. 

File.  Why,  this  is  breaking  into  the  Houfe  when  the  Doors 
are  open:  Explain. 

Brujb.  My  Mafter,  you  are  to  know,  is  a  fort  of  a  Knight- 
Errant,  who  undertakes  other  Peoples  Affairs;  and  he  deals  the 
Lady  not  for  Himfelf  but  his  Friend,  who  is  in  love  with 
her - -or  her  Money.  Well,  but  your  Bufinefs  here,  F/7^  ? 

File.  I  come  Plenipo’  from  Sir  lVilliam.f  to  pay  my  Compli¬ 
ments  in  his  Name  to  Sir  Nicholas  and  my  Lady,  and  to  let 
them  know,  the  Bird  had  broke  his  Wires,  and  had  taken  Wing 
we  knew  not  where;  but  fince  he  is  here,  I  (hall  return  and 
take  proper  Meafures.  Adieu. 

Brujh.  One  Moment  more,  File ;  a  Thought  ftrikes  me ; 
Sir  Nicholas  never  faw  my  young  Matter;  this  Match  was  hud¬ 
dled  up  by  the  Old  Folk  jutt  as  he  return’d  from  his  Travels. 

File.  They  have  never  feen  one  another. 

Brup.  Then  it  will  do;  but  after  your  latt  Road  Adventure, 
I  fear  your  Spirits  are  too  much  funk  for  Bufinefs. 

File.  Not  at  all ;  he  is  a  forty  Sailor  who  is  frighted  to  Shore 
by  one  Storm.  What !  I  mutt  perfonate  my  Matter,  and  carry 
off  the  Lady  and  the  Fortune ;  is  it  not  fo? 

Brup.  No,  fomethjng  n&arit;  1  have  chofen  a  more  agree¬ 
able  Fellow  for  her. 

File.  Who  ?  ■  ■  -  ::  ' 

Brup.  My  Self, 

File.  You’re  light.  =  . 

BrulJj.  WWiQ  Rofella. 

File.  You  have  my  COnfent. 

Brup.  I  will  touch  her  Fortune. 

File.  Extreamly  well  I  .. 

Brujh.  And  before  the  Affair  can  be  examined,  brufh.- 

File.  Explain  this  Article  a  little. 

Bruflj.  Why  fo  ?  •  - 

File.  You  talk  of  brufliing  with  the  Fortune,  and  not  one 
Word  of  me  in  this  Affair;  we  will  corred  the  Plan  a  little 
here,  if  you  pleafe, 

Brup.  O  dear,  Sir,  you  mutt  (hare,  that  is  plain ;  it  will  ap¬ 
pear  ia  the  Spirit  of  the  Treaty. 

File.  Let  it  be  underttood  in  the  Letter. 

Brup.  Well  then,  we  brufh  together,  and  fliafe  the  Rhino. 

tile.  On  this  Condition  I  am  your  Croupier ;  ’tis  a  bold 
Stroke,  1  confefs,  but  I  find  my  Courage  revives;  I  was  born 
for  great  Affairs.  Where  ttiall  we  retire  with  the  Cole? 

Brup.  To  VialQ  London^  the  Wood  of  the  World. 


File. 
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File.  What  kind  of  a  Man  is  this  Sir  Nicholas  IVifeacre"^ 

Brufi.  A  Citizen  turn’d  Gentleman ;  pohtive  and  pragmati¬ 
cal;  a  little  Genius. 

File.  And  my  Lady - 

Brujh.  A  vain  old  painted  Piece  of  Houfhold-ftuff,  to  be  gui¬ 
ded  any  Avay  by  Flattery. 

File.  Enough !  but  where  fhall  we  get  Cloaths? 

Brup.  I  have  my  Mailer’s  very  Wedding-Gloaths  in  my  Cu- 
ftody,  in  the  Houfe  where  I  lodge  in  this  Village,  and  they  fit 
me  to  a  Hair. 

File.  Enough.  I  had  it  in  my  Power  once  to  oiake  my  For¬ 
tune  by  Flattery;  I  was  Porter  at  a  great  Gate;  but  I  faw 
Ibmething  fo  mean  and  unmanly  in  the  Methods  of  riling,  that 
way - 

Brup.  Servile!  extreamly  Servile  I  The  Sight  of  a  Levee 
wou’d  furfdt  a  Man  of  Spirit  or  Genius. 


AIR  XVIL  Chrift-Church  Bells. 


See  the  cringing  Coxcombs  come^  i,  2,  3,  4,  5',  6. 


Among  "'em  none 
Sa'js  his  Soul's  his  own',  ' 

Ihey  all  fneak  jorrily,  forrily: 

See  the  fufple,  whiff  ring  Croud, 
Hhere  not  d  Man  dare  peak  aloud^ 

C4 


Till 
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T’tll  he  has  firji  been  tasight  his -Cm 
From  feme  top  Crtnger  of  the  Crew, 

Dingle  dangle^  dingle  dangle  wait  they  there^ 

Their  Patron’s  Looks  to  f can , 

And  the  Devil  a  Fop 
Leaves  this  State  Sloops 
^Till  he  fees  the  mighty  Man, 


S  C  E  N  E  IL  the  Garden, 

Enter  Colin. 

Let  me  examine  my  felf— — - “VVou’d  I  marry  this  Girl  I 

I^To.  Wou’d  I  make  a  Miftrels  of  her?  No.  Two  Things 
called  Reafon  and  Honour  forbid  them  both.  What  do  I  then 
purfue?  A  Shadow:  When  I  have  her  in  my  Pofl’.flion,  as  I 
hope  I  fhall  foon.»  how  arn’I  to  behave?  h/Iy  Blood  rebels  at 
the  Queiiion.  There  ihe  is,  and  Rofdta  with  her,  on  the  Ter¬ 
race — -  Oh  my  Heart !  my  Heart  \  how  it  dances  at  the  Sight. 


AIR  XVlJI.  Young  Jemmy  was  a  Lad^  ^c. 


Our  Parent  thus  in  Paradife, 
Beheld  the  Firgin  fair. 


And  trembling  with  ecftatick  Joys, 

Confefs^d  hd  Heayi*n  ^as  there  s 

'thus 
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*Thus  Nature  blooming  made  him  blefi^ 

Breathing  round  him  ev*ry  Sweety 
Tet  '^tUl  the  Treafure  he  pojfefs^d 
His  Blifs  was  incompleat. 

As  (he  was  at  work  in  the  Pavilion  one  Day,  my  Friend  Shade- 
well  ftole  this  Refembl^ceof  her;  here  I  will  forever  wear  it: 
tho’  thefe  dead  Colours  reprefent  but  ill  the  living  Features,  in 
her  Abfcnce  they  give  me  Joy.  They  come  this  way ;  where 
(hall  I  conceal  myfelf  ?  yon  Arbour  is  not  yet  darkned  enough 
with  the  Leaves  to  hide  me :  I  will  throw  my  felf  on  the  Turf 
and  pretend  to  lleep,  perhaps  I  may  have  the  good  Fortune  to 
overhear  feme  of  their  Secrets;  they  fay  Women  never  open 
their  Hearts  but  to  one  another. 

[Colin  throws  himfelf  on  the  "Turf  as  ajleep, 

Rofella  and  Betty,  coming  forward. 

Rof.  Wou’d  I  cou’d  deep  ’tiU  Twelve  at  Night. 

Betty.  Wou’d  I  cou’d  deep  at  all. 

.  Rof.  It  is  the  Devil  to  have  a  Fellow  always  in  one’s  Head 
and  one’s  Heart. 

Betty.  But  it  wou’d  be  the  Devil  indeed,  not  to  have  a  Fel¬ 
low  there  at  all. 

Rof.  Heartwell  is  pofitively  one  of  the  dned  Gentlemen  in 
Europe. 

Betty.  lam  afraid  my  Spark  never  had  Cufiofity  enough  to 
a?k  my  Name 

Rof.  Poor  Heartwell!  I  warrant  Time  moves  as  heavily  with' 
ihim,  as  with  me  now. 

Betty.  There  is  fomewhat  in  his  Air  and  Mein  which  I  feel, 
but  cannot  deferibe. 

Rof.  Oh !  the  mod-  agreeable,  welhnatur’d,  eafy  Thing-— 

Betty.  Why,  did  you  ever  fee  him?  . 

Ref.  Who}  ^ 

Betty.  My  Fellow. 

Rof.  No,  but  you  know  Heartwell. 

Betty.  Lud!  I,  I,  — my  Head  is  fo  full  of  my  Captain,  I 
imud  call  him :  I  will  tell  you,  my  dear  Lady;  when  he  fqueez’d 
my  Hand  as  be  took  me  out  of  the  Coach,  it  run  cold  from 
thence,  trill,  trill,  trill,  up  to  my  very  Heart,  and  here  it  is  dill. 
:Oh  La  —  let  us  talk  of  fomething  clfe. 

Rof.  Lud!  Lud!  what  can  we  talk  of  elfe  ?  do  we  think  of 
any  thing  elfe?  —  There  is  Colin,  as  I  live  !  he  feems  afleepoii 
the  Turf,  but  I  am  afraid  he  has  heard  all. 

Betty.  No,  I  warrant  hC  deeps  heartily  after  his  Labour. 

Rof.  Hah !  what  is  that  tyed  round  his  Wrid?  a  Bracelet !  A 

Gard’ner  with  a  Bracelet  on  his  Arm!  Betty^ 
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Betty.  No,  ^tis  a  Pi6lure;  upon  my  Word,  fome  Lady’s 

Pi£lure. 

Rol  Will  you  venture  to  untye  the  Ribbon,  and  look  on  it  ? 
'  Betty.  O  dear !  I  dare  not  do  it. 

Ko[.  1  will  attempt  it,  iho’  he  takes  me  in  theFadl  — — — 
here  it  is. 

Betty.  Let  US  fee  the  Face  of  the  Lady. 

Rof.  As  I  live,  your  very  Refemblance,  Betty  ! 

Betty.  Hah  \  ^Starting  and  7*remhlmg, 

Rof.  Your  Eyes,  your  Hair,  your  Mouth,  every  Feature,  the 
very  Drefs  and  Air. 

Betty,  Oh  Dear!  fupport  me,  good  Madam - r?!  am  fo 

Sick ! 

R(f  Courage,  Girl,  Courage!  This  is  a  Di  covery  indeed ! 
I  do  not  wonder  now  that  you  trembled  at  the  Sight  of  Colin 
this  (hews  that  he  wears  your  Image  in  his  Heart,  Betty. 

Betty.  O  Lud!  my  Head  is  giddy  ;  my  Heart  thumps  at  my 
Bread:  I  wilh  he  wou’d  awake. 


AIR  XIX.  Young  Damon^  once  the  happieft  Swain, 
[By  Colin,  Jlarting  as  from  Sleep,  and  addr effing  Betty.] 


Ihus  at  the  cheerful  Dawn  of  Day, 

The  droii^fy  Swain  falutes  the  Ray, 

That  makes  all  Nature  grow; 

Xqu^  more  enlivening  than  the  Sun, 
Cheer  not  the  Plants  and  Flow*rs  alone. 
But  e%fn  the  Gard'ner  too. 


AIR 
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AIR  XX.  When  the  bright^  God  of  Day, 


Betty.  Should  I  as  you  fay^  ^  • 
Like  the  Sun's  ehearing  Ray^ 

How  long  will  my  Influence  laji  ? 


For  you  fee  the  fair  Flower^ 

Which  he  opens  this  Hour^ 

Shuts  again^  when  his  Power  is  pafl, 

CoL  Oh  my  Charmer !  you  fee  what  Shapes  Love  makes  us 
put  on. 

Betty.  I  cannot  imagine  what  you  mean  ! 

Col.  You  may  remember  my  Face;  my  Voice,  fare,  cannot 
be  quite  a  Stranger :  Since  that  Morning  I  fet  you  down  at 
this  Gate,  your  beautiful  Image  only  has  fill’d  my  Mind; 
what  an  Impreffion  it  made  upon  me,  let  this  Transformation 
witnefs. 


AIR  XXL  A  Scotch  Tgu^. 
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*Jth^  Vapours  now  rifing^  the  Meadows  o’er-pafsy 
And  fwiftly  feud  o^er  the  fweet  dewy  Green, 

So  when  the  fond  Lover  his  fair  One  efpiesy 
The  Clouds  that  obfeur'^d  him  are  fuddenly  gone ; 

And  now  we  behold^  with  Delight  and  Surprize^ 

Toung  Colin  the  Lover y  not  Colin  the  Clown  I 

Rof.  Bnt  what  do  you  propofe  by  this  ? 

Col.  To  Admire,’  to  Serve,  to  Love,  to  make  it  the  wholes 
Bufiaefs  of  my  Life  to  Adore- -  . 

[Throws  bimfelf  at  Betty’/  Feet,  \ 

Enter  Sir  Nicholas.  I 

Sir  Nich.  Hey-day!  what,  worlhipping  of  Graven  Images, 
Colin\  Why,  Sir,  methinks  it  wou’d  become  you  much  bettet* 
to  think  of  planting  Cabbages  than  Men.  What  wou’d  you 
do  with  a  Wife,  Goodman  Delver"^.  The  Wench  is  handfom^ 
that  is  true ;  but  don’t  you  know  that  a  Koney-pot  draws  all  the 
Wafps  in  th^  Garden  after  it? 


AIR  XXII. 


Idfanton  Boy^ 

Pr'^ythee  leave  this  Toy  \ 

With  thy  Spade'y  mind  the  delving  Trade^ 

Quit  filly  Sportingy 
And  idle  Courtingy 

ToiCU  nothing  gain  by  this  flipp^ry  Maid, 

Why  are  riot  you  at  your  Bufinefs,  Colin  ? 

Col,  Sir,  I  was  only  fhowing  my  youhg  Lady  where  I  cou’d 
make  a  very  degaiit  Parterre,  in  the  room  of  +he  Kitchen 
Garden. 

Sir  Nich.  An  elegant  Parterre  in  the  room  of  my  Kitchen 
Garden,  Puppy !  and  fo  I  am  to  have  Tulips  in  my  Soop,  hah ! 

Colt 
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Col.  No,  Sir;  there  is  a  Piece  of  wafle  Ground—— 

Sir  Nich.  I  think  a  Parterre  is  a  Piece  of  .wafte  Ground : 
Don’t  you  know,  Dolt,  that  my  Kitchen  Garden  furnifhes  me 

with  many  ufeful  Materials  for  the  Mouth. - 1  muft  part  with 

this  Wench,  flie  has  bewitch’d  all  the  Parilli;  every  Tree  in 
my  Park  has  a  Sonnet  in  Praife  of  her  iix’d  upon  it,  and 
I  her  Name  is  graven  by  your  Bone  and  Buck-handle  Knives  on 
every  Bark;  and  thofe  who  cannot  write,  fet  their  Marks  there; 
fo  that  my  Trees  are  like  to  be  Gripp’d  ftark  naked  by  thefe  Lo¬ 
vers  in  Dowlas.  When  I  ask  them  a  Queftion,  they  anfwer 
j  me  in  a  Sigh,  or  a  Love-Song.  Go,  Sir,  get  you  in,  and  fee 
!  what  is  wanting  for  the  Kitchen  out  of  my  fctehen  Garden, 
and  don’t  think  of  making  True-Lovers-Knots  in  a  Parterre,  you 
Simpleton!  Ha!  ha!  \_Exit  Colin.]  W'ell,  Forfooth,  and 
how  (lands  your  Stomach  towards  Matrimony,  I  pray?  I  will 
have  you  obey  me,  and  only  me;  I  know  what  is  fit  for  you. 


AIR  XXIIL  O  Nymph  of  Race  Divine, 


Rof  Tour  Tears.^  dear  Sir.,  comptite\ 
Tout  Joys  are  long  fince  fledy 
Touth  ill  with  Age  can  fuit: 
Since  you  are  Old^ 

Mufi  1  he  cold., 

And  to  all  Pleafure  deadl 


Love  chained.,  does  Force  oppofe^ 

Imprifon’ d.,  Jironger  grows : 

So  Powder  clofely  pent., 

When  fiFd,  will  find  a  V^ent, 

Like  Lightening  ftrikes  and  glows. 

And  Towers  and  Rooks  overthrows.  Da  Capo. 

Sir 
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Sir  Nich.  And  fo,  Houfewife,  you  will  not  obey  me? 

Rsf.  Yes,  Sir.  Since  you  have  banifh’d  him  your  Houfe — • 

Sir  Nich.  You  have  baniihd  him  your  Heart  - - you  lye,' 

Houfewife,  you  lye:  This  Husband,  I  think,  will  help  us  to 
fet  things  to  rights,  or  elfe  you  will  fet  things  to  rights  without 

his  Help;* - -how  demure,  and  how  prim  fhe  looks!  - Get 

you  in —  I  am  fure  you  have  Mifchief  in  your  Head,  by  your 
Looks.  [^Exit  Rof.]  And  go,  you  Mrs.  Loadjlone.;  go  look 
after  your  Jellies  and  your  whipt  Creams,*  and  do  not  loiter  a- 
way  your  Time,  tickling  your  Vanity  with  every  Fop  of  a  Lo¬ 
ver  in  Hob-nails. 

Betty.  Why,  Sir,  you  are  not  too  old  to  be  in  Love;  you 
are  of  a  hail  fanguine  Conftitution  ;  and  I  know  by  your  Eyes, 
Cupid  now  and  then  tickles  you  with  the  Tip  of  his  Wing  a- 
bout  your  Heart.  O,  if  the  little  blind  God  (hou’d  way-lay 
you  once  again,  as  he  certainly  wou’d,  if  you  did  but  attend  a 
little  to  his  Harmony. 


AIR  XXIV.  Flocks  are  fporting,  ^c. 


Cupid  is  a  vjantcn  Boy., 

IVounds  the  Eye.,  the  Heart.,  the  Ear^ 

Qivifig  Pleafure  without  meafure., 

JVhen  he  Jirikes  tP  attentive  Dear* 

*Tbo^  declining,  yet  repining, 

Tou  may  flill  Lovers  PaJJion  hear. 

Sir  Nich.  Go,  go,  you  are  a  wanton  Houfewife  :  This 
Wench  has  a  bewitching  Lear,  I  profefs.  \^Exit  Betty. 


Enter 
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Enter  File  to  Sir  Nicholas,  lowing  ridiculoujly  low. 

File.  Sir,  I  am  your  moil  obedient,  faithful,  humble  and  de¬ 
voted  Servant. 

Sir  Nich.  'VVell,  Sir,  and  what  then? 

File,  Why  then,  Sir,  I  come  to  give  you  Joy. 

Sir  Nich.  Joy!  of  what,  Sir? 

File.  Of  your  Son-in-Law,  that  is  to  be;  he  is  coming  t® 
come,  Sir,  and  has  fent  me  before.  Sir,  as  his  Legate,  or  Em- 
balTador,  or  Plenipo,  or  Minifter,  or  MelTenger,  or  Servant, 
nr  by  what  other  Denomination  you  will  pleafe  to  receive  me. 
Sir. 

Sir  Nich,  This  Fellow  is  a  great  Puppy.  [^4fide.^  Take  what 
Title  you  pleafe,  but  tell  me  your  BufineL  without  Circumlo¬ 
cution.  .  j  ,  . 

F/Ve.' Why. then.  Sir,  in ‘a  Word;  my  young  Mailer,  Squire 
Freeman,  is  coming  to  marry  your  Daughter,  and  to  confum- 
mate,  and  all  that ;  and  has  fent  me  before,  to  tell  you  fo,  Sir. 

Sir  Nich.  Why,  you  are  welcome,  and  I  will,  make  you  ve¬ 
ry  drunk  for  your  good  News:  But  wher^  is  your  Maker’s 
Father,  my  good  Friend  Sir  William  ?  I  expeded  him  too.  ' 

File.  Ah,  Sir!  a  rafcally  Companion,  called  the  Gout,  has 
raid  hold  on  his  great  Tee,  and  prevented  his  being  fo  happy  as 
he  wilhed  and  propofed  to  be  at  this  Wedding;  but  he  has  fent 
you  by  me,  Sir  Nicholas,  this  Letter.  . 

\_Gives  him  a  Letter.. 

Sir  Nich,  It  is  horribly  fcrawled;  I  am  hardly  able  to 
read  it. 

File.  Poor  Gentleman !  his  Hand  Ihook  fo;  he  is  in  great  Pain, 
indeed. 

Sir  Nich.  \^Reading.'\  •  • 

Sir  Nicholas,  .  ' 

I  have  kept  my  Word,  and  fent  my  Boy  to  perform  his 
Part  of  the  Contrail.  I  dejire  this  Wedding  may  be  to¬ 
day,  without  waiting  till  my  Health  will  enable  me  t9 
take  Share  in  the  Joy. 

Yours, 

W.  Freeman. 

Well,  well,  why  it  fhall  be  to-day;  it  (hall  be  immediately ;  the 
Parfon  and  every  thing  is  ready  for  the  Weddingin  the  Houfe.  But 
you  know  we  mull  wait  ’till  he  comes.  If  he  anfwers  the 
Charader  I  have  had  of  him,  he  is  a  very  accomplilh’d  young 
Fellow* 
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File,  Accompljfh’d !  why,  Sir,  he  was  Mafter  of  all  his  Ex* 
creifes  before  he  was  Fourteen.  In  France^  the  Women  weri 
all  in  Love;  m  Italy ^  they  were  all  Jealous;  in  Portugal  and 
Spain^  he  has  been  fhot  at  ten  times  in  a  Morning;  ■  — --  Lord! 
Lord !  how  we  were  plagued  with  them. 

Sir  Nich,  Whe,  what,  was  he  then  fuch  a  detilifli  wenching 
Fellow? 

Fiki  No,  noFforthat,  but  I  will  tell  you.  ^  J 

A I R  XX^.  T o  Hof  le,  to  Nev^market^  6cc. 


All  the  IVomen  who-faw  him  were  fond  of  the  Squire y. 

He  was  Love"* s  Remedy y  he  their  Defiire^  .  ■ 

/«  Venice,  Turky,  Paris,  ^2*?</Rome,  • 

He  was  the  Nofigay^  the  pleafitig  Perfume,  * 


Sir,  you  remember  Sir  IVHUam^s  Delire  is,  that  this  Affair  may 
be  compleated  immediately. 

{  Sir  Nich.  It  is  very  true;  we  will  lofe  no  Time:  Come, 
come  in  and  refrtih  your  lelf,  and  I  will  take  care  that  every 
thing  (hall  be  ready  forthwith.  [Exeunt, 


Enter  QoWti  and  Dolly. 

‘  Dol.  Colin!  Colin! 

Col.  What  now,  Dolly  2  .  ,  , 

Dol.  The  Bridegroom  is  come. 

Col.  What  Bridegroom  } 

Dol.  Why,  Squire  Freeman^  he  who  is  to  marry  our  young 
Lady,  Madam  Refella. 

,  Col,  Freeman! 

Dol, 
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DoL  Ay,  and  he  is  the  mod  clumly,  aukward,  ill-bred  How- 
let  I  ever  fa w.  ;  ;  '  , 

CqL  What  can  this  mean?  Who  can  this  he?  What  Impo- 
dure  ?  I  am  frighted !  .  ,  l^Afide, 

-  Doi.  He  is  in  the  Hall  now;  and  prates  as  fad,  and  looks  as 
bold ;  he  chuck’d  me  under  the  Chiu,  and  call’d  me  very  fami¬ 
liarly.  Bhrtfabella - His  Cloaths,  tho’  they  are  all  fo  bedau- 

deb  with  Lace,  hang  about  ’en  like  Wool  on  a  Hauthorn- 

Coi.  I  mud  found  the  Bottom  of  this  Atfair.  [_Afide, 

Doi  Colin!  wny  do  you  mope  thus?  Ah,  this  Mrs.  Betty 
does  fo  tun  in  thy  Head,  I  warrants 

Col,  I  mud  lofe.no  Time.  _ 

Doi  Nay,  nay,  Ihe  is  not To  handfome  neither;  die  has^a  fort 
of  a  bridling  flippant  Air;  flie  looks  like  a  Madamoifelle,  I 
th'nk.  AW  told  me  one  Side  of  her  Stays  was  'a^ually 
pa^fded.  , 

Col  No,  my  dear  Dolly (he  is  as  ftrait  as  the  Bole  of  that 
Lime  tree. 

...  DoL  \  do  not  fay  her  Hair  is  red,  bur  if  (he  liked  the  Co¬ 
lour  of  ir,  (he  need  not  throw  fo  much  Powder  into  it. 

Col.  Her  Hair  is  a  clean  bright  Brown  ;  I  have  fecn  her  with¬ 
out  PowdcT. 

DoL  Her  Eyes  glare-and  flafh  frightfully. 

Col.  Guilty,  guilty;  Criminals,  harden’d  Criminals ! 

Dal.  Well,  I  my  felfadually  found  a  Patch-box  in  her  Room, 
and  Nettle  fays  fhe  is  painted. 

Col.  By  the  Hand  that  colour’d  thofe  Lillies  and  RoLs. 

Doi.  Uinph!  (he  is  your  Favourite,  I  know  that. 

Col.  Dolly.,  let  thee  and  1  leave  it  to  our  Superiors,  the  fine 
Gentlemen  and  Ladies  of  Lo-ndon.,  to  fly-blow  Repu radons ; 
tell  me  in  honeft  Truth,  whas  has  Betty  done  to  thee? 

Dul.  I  hate  her. 

Col.  Why? 

DoL  Nt)  CcUnl  Colin  I  well,  Tam  rightly  ferved;  I  forfook 
Ro^er  and  Richard  for  a  barbarous  Man. 

CoL  What  Man  ? 

DoL  As  if  you  did  not  know.  1  am  not  able  to  take  heed 
to  my  Bufinefs.  I  mind  not  ever  and  anon  to  milk  the  Kine; 
the  Cream  fours  for  want  of  Ufe,  while  my  Butter  lyes  half 
ivrought  in  the  Churn,  and  the  Cheefe  is  unprelfed.  I  do 
Bot  Eat  or  Sleep,  and  never  Think.  ™  Ah  Colin!  Colin  I 
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AIR  XXVI.  ’T was  within  a  Furlong,  yr. 


A^ozy  the  Bloom  of  the  Sfr'ing  breathes  its  Sweetnefs  around.^ 
And  all  things  elfe  in  Nature  are  amorous  found  i 
IVill  my  faithlefs  Colin  ftray^ 

From  his  Dolly  quite  avjay  ? 

Stay  a  little^ 

Deary  and  prattle ; 

Lovers  the  Month  of  May ! 

Coy  Touthy  I  pr*ythee  he  thou  not  afraid 
Of  the  Maid  who  loves  thee,  and  courts  thee  thus  to  Wed, 
Let  me  not  court  in  vain. 

In  vain  your  Favour  fue. 

You  ne^ er  will  find 
A  Girl  fo  kind. 

So  bonny,  blithe,  and  true  ! 

Col.  Dear  Dolly!  it  is  impoflible  to  anfwer  thee;  let  thy 
Bluflies  mix  with  mine,  and  hide  each  other’s  Weaknels;  it 
is  not  in  my  Nature  to  be  ungrateful.  Step  into  the  Houfe  and 
obferve  ho w  this  Affair  of  the  Wedding  goes  on,  and  let  me 
know  immediately,  and  you  will  much  oblige  me.  [jEa*.  Dolly.] 
What  an  uneafy  Situation  am  I  in  ?  All  my  Projc<Sk  is  like  to 
blow  up  at  once ;  and  every  dear  Hope  in  view,  is  upon  the 
Point  of  being  utterly  loft. 


air 
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SCENE  III.  the  Hall  of  Sir  Nicholas’;  Heufe. 

Enter  Sir  Nicholas,  Lady  Wifeacre,  Rofella,  Betty, 

’and  Roger. 

Rog.  The  youtig  Squire  is  come,  an’t  like  your  Honour. 

Sir  Nich.  And  where  is  he? 

Rog.  I  dant  knaw,  Sir;  he  was  in  the  Hall,  but  he  is  gone 
forth  again;  I  think  I  faw  him  gaping  on  the  Pigeon-Houfe, 
juft  now. 

Sir  Nich.  Wait  on  him  in,  Sirrah,  and  handfomely. 

Rog.  Here  he  is,  dn  like  your  Honour,  in  Parfon. 

Enter  Brufh  and  File. 

Brup.  File',  is  not  that  Sir  Nicholas  JVtfeacre^  my  illuftrious 
Father-in- Law,  that  is  to  be? 

Fik,  Ay,  Sir,  the  very  fame,  in  Purls  Naturalihus, 

Sir  Nich.  You  are  welcome,  my  Son-in-Law.  you  are  hearth 
ly  welcome.  {^Embracing.. 

La.  li^ife.  He  is  really  a  well-ftiap’d  Man ;  don’t  you  think 
fo,  Rofella'^. 

Rof.  If  I  am  to  fpeak  Truth,  No. 

La.  Wife.  Why,  as  you  fay,  he  is  a  little  thick  in  the  Shoul¬ 
ders. 

'  Brulh.  Dear  Sir  Nicholas]  my  Joy  is  fo  overflowing  on  this 
extraordinary  Occalion,  that  you  will  give  me  leave  to  tell  you, 
I  am  not  able  to  tell  you  :  I  fuppofe,  Sir,  this  is  the  Lady 
\To  Lady  Wifeacre.]  to  whom  my  happy  Stars  have  allot¬ 
ted  me. 

Sir  Nich.  No,  Son-in-Law,  no,  no,  that  is  my  Wife ;  this 
is  my  Daughter  Rofella. 

Brup.  Upon  my  Soul,  a  beautiful  Race!  I  cou’d  wilh  for 
nothing  more  in  this  World,  than  to  have  juft  fuch  a  Wife  and 
fuch  a  Daughter.  What  Health  !  What  Complexion !  I  know 
not  how  it  is,  but  the  Ladies  in  the  Country  maintain  their 
Beauty  half  a  Century  longer  than  they  do  in  London. 

AIR  XXV If.  Pear  Catholick  Brother, 

-  ■» 
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'An  ever-green  Beauty  the  Country  does  crown.^ 

And  blooming  it  fmiks  JiiU  in  every  Face^  Whils 
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While  like  Flowers  in  a  Chimney ^  the  fair  Ones  in  T^ovjn 
Soon  wither^  and  take  the  dark  Hue  of  the  Place, 

Ld.  Wife.  Very  Gallant!  this  young  Gentleman  has  a  great 
deal  of  W;it.  ' 

Betty.  He  difcovers  a  fine  Tafte,  indeed. 

Bru/h.  What  an  Air,  a  Grace,  a  Mein!  let  tne  perifli,  my 
Lady,  but  you  are  the  fineft  Woman  I  ever  beheld.  My  Fa¬ 
ther  has  told  mca  thoufand  times;  faid  he,  mind  what  I 

fay  to  you;  yon  will  find  Lady  Wifeacre.^  tho’  a  Country  Lady, 
the  moft  defirable  Brilliant  you  ever  faw ;  fhe  is  buried  in  a  Ru- 
llick  Life  ;  a  Diamond  in  the  Mine. 

La.  Wife.  OhFyel  Sir;  dear  Sir,  Fye! 

Brup.  How  often  have  I  heard  my  old  Gentleman  figh, 
and  wifli.  Lady  were  a  Widow ! 

'  La.  Wife.  l  am  obliged  to  you,  extreamly  obliged  to  you:  I 
was  once  fomething;  I  made  Tome  little  Buftlc  once  in  the 
World  of  Beauty;  but  40w  thefe  Eyes  have  loft  their  Fire. 


AIR  XXVIII.  I  mun  fmug  up  on  "tuefday.^  &c. 


Oh  Fye!  Sir,  all  My  Blnpes  rife', 

giddy  Girls  thefe  Speeches  make, 
ftho  once,  1  VOW.)  thefe  very  Eyes 

Made  many  a  Lord  and  Knight  to  quake. 


But  free  from  Wrinkles  ftill  I  am, 

Hor  will  my  Limbs  in  Dancing  fail. 

Nor  do  I  feek  the  Aid  of  Dram, 

'  "To  raife  my  Colour  when  too ,  pale. . 

■h- 

Sir  Nich.  I  have  an  mfinite  Refped  for  your  Father,  and  I 
am  feriouily  concern’d  tha|  it  was  not  in  his  Rower  to  b« 


with  Tis. 


Aa  II.  The  VIL  LA  GEO?  E  R  A. 

Brufi,  It  is  a  great  Mortification  to  him  too  :  I  am  fijre  he 
flatter’d  himfclf  with  the  Happiaefs  of  dancing  a  Bouree  with 
my  Lady. 

File,  [^/Ifide.']  Oons !  he  will  prate  for  ever.  [To  Brufii.]  Sir 
IVilliam  begg’d,  you  know.  Sir,  that  this  Matter  might  be  con- 
fummated  immediately,  for  he  is  moft  furioufly  impatient  t® 
fee  his  Daughter-in-Law  at  his  Houfe. 

Sir  Nich.  With  all- my  Heart !  I  will  juft  count  the  Bills  in¬ 
to  your  Hand;  the  Girl’s  Fortune  muft  be  paid,  you  know; 
and  then  let  the  Parfon  tyc  the  Knot  as  foon  as  you  will. 

Bnijh.  Right,  Sir;  very  Right - You  will  permit  me. 

Sir,  to  give  a  (mail  Commillion  to  my  Man :  File  I  give  my 
Duty  to  my  Lord  Duke  —  [Lcmv,  and  afide  to  File.]  Run  to  the 
Village,  fend  for  Puft-Horfes;  let  them  wait  in  Readinefs 

- - ^ — You  underftand  me!  [/f/oW.]  and  tell  his  Grace  I 

am  his  moft  Obedient  Servant. 

File.  I  fjye.  Sir.  \_Fxit  File. 

ha.lVife.  Son-in-Law,  give  me  leave  to  fliew  you  in  ;  you 
will  find  we  have  made  fome  fmall  Preparations  for  this 
happy  Hour. 

Brufh.  Madam.  .  \Leadi  off  La.  Wife. 

La.  M'^ife.  Rofella!  lam  fure  you  have  nothing  to  complain  ■ 
of  jn  this  Match.  [^Ex.  Sir  Nich.  Lady^  and  Brufti. 

Betty.  So,  Madam!  what  are  you  upon.^ 

Kof.  Ruin. 

AIR  XXIX.  A  French  T one. 


Ho  w  Jhoit'd  his  cukward  Airs  my  B of um  ever  fire  a  I 

—  No. 

D  3  /Tty 


I 


I 
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Hovj  Jhotid  his  aukward  Airs  my  Bofom  ever  fire  «? 

While  H^artwellV  foft  Addrefis  may  gentle  Love  infpire 

- Oh! 

While  Heartwell’j  foft  Addrefs  may  gentle  Love  infpire  a. 
And  from  the  yielding  Maidy  obtain  what  he^ll  defire  a, 

- >Oh! 

Betty.  You  will  not  marry  this  Baboon? 

Rof  Hum,  hum,  hum  —  No! 

Betty,  How  will  you  avoid  it?  You  know,  Sir  Nicholas  is 
abfolute  and  obftinate. 

Rof.  What  then? 

Betty.  He  will  join  your  Hands,  tho’  you  are  in  a  Convul- 
fion  Fir. 

Rof.  Then  we  muft  walk  off  immediately. 

Betty.  Whither? 

Rof.  Any  whither;  we  will  hide  our  felves  ’till  Midnight. 

Betty.  We  (hall  be  taken  in  half  an  Hour  and  lock’d  up  in 
the  Blue  Garret ;  you  know  he  has  often  threaten’d  it. 

Rof.  I  will  tell  him  1  am  marry’d  already. 

Betty.  He  will  lock  you  up  for  all  that,  ’till  he  enquires  into 
the  AfFajr. 

Rof  What  can  one  do?  Thou  ftighrefl  me  to  Death. 

Betty.  Have  a  Moment’s  Patience !  Yuu  rejoic’d  but  now  in 
Sun-lhine;  this  is  but  a  Summer-Shower,  and  will  blow  over. 
Colled!  your  felf ;  I  warrant  we  will  immediately  contrive 
fomewhat  to  fave  you ;  let  the  Storm  wafte  it  felf  a  little. 


AIR  XXX.  He’s  Lord  of  all  the  Clan,  ^c. 


^hus  have  I  fecn  the  Be  acock  fpfead 
His  Colours^  injke  level  Mead^ 


OfpoftHg 
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Oppofing  to  the  Day\ 

But  when  fierce  Show'rs  of  Summer  Raln^ 
Defcendingy  darken  all  the  Pla'ra^ 

And  fright  the  filly  Swain^ 
n*he  gawdy  Bird  puts  in  his  Plume^ 

His  pining  Feathers  does'  refume^ 

And  homeward  hies  away. 

Rof  But  tell  me,  tell  me,  what  Stratagem?  what  Contri¬ 
vance.^ 

Betty »  You  know  we  have  aGentlenian  in  our  Service  now; 
Mr.  Colin. 

Rof.  It  is  true;  will  he  alllft  us } 

Betty.  Or  he  is  no  true  Knight-Errant  ;  and  I  am  fore  by  bis 
being  in  that  Habit,  that  there  is  Blood  in  him.  This  Tranf- 
formaiion  is  a  more  agreeable  One  to  me,  than  any  in  Garth' i 
Ovid. 


If  ^tis  true.^  that  once  amorous  Jove 
Lay  conceal'd  in  a  Bull  of  the  "Fown^ 

A  Gentleman make  Love 
With  Succefs^  in  the  Form  of  a  Clown. 

Had  Jove  like  your  Colin  appear  d^ 

Europa,  with  pleafing  Sstrprize^ 

Won' d  in  Raptures  his  Prayers  have  heardy 
And  found,  out  the  God  in  DiCguife. 

Rof.  Come  then,  follow  me  into  the  Garden,  and  let  us  try 
what  is  to  be  done:  What  think  you  now  if - 

XThey  talk  while  the  Symphony  plays ^  and  turn  when  Colin  fiyigs.'\ 

D  4  Enter 


Betty.  From  Spray  to  Spray y 
A  Linnet  I  ftray^ 

WhtU  Philome^l’/  tuning  her  Sorrow i 
Her  warbling  Breafiy 
With  Thorns  opprejly 
From  Mujick  no.  Relief  can  borrow. 

Love's  a  Fairy  Toyy 
Deluding  flili  with  Joy ;  \ 

But  the  Maidy  when  marry' dy  foon  will  find 
The  Spoufe  the  Loter  will  dejiroyy 
And  Promifes  are  made  of  Wind. 

Enter  Sir  Nicholas. 

Sir  Nich.  Why^  here  is  nothing  in  the  World  in  this  Houfe 
opt  Caterwauling,  from  Morning  to  Night :  You,  Mrs  Minxy 
come,  come  in,  and  let  me  deliver  up  my  Truft  ;  by  my  Troth, 

I  am  heartily  weary  of  it  Go,  get  you  in  before  me — - 

go.  {Exeunt. 

■  •  SCENE 
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Enter  Colin. 

AIR  XXXII. 


Vw/ 

Hither  turn  theCy  hither  turn  thecy  hither  turn  theCy  gentle  Maid: 
Why  of  Colin,  why  of  Colin,  why  of  Colin  thus  afraidl 


AIR  XXXIII.  Wu I ly  2ind  now beath  are  gean,  ^c. 


-aT  - 

_ -*-W  j-d  j  jj-J  ] 
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SCENE  IV.  the  Green  before  Sir  Nicholas’i  Hou/e,  ^ 

Hobinol,  Margery,  PvOger,  Ne!,  Cloddy,,  Doll',  Ralp^, 

Colin,  Lucas. 

Luc,  So,,  my  brave  Boys  and  Girls!  this  Day  muft  be  all 
fpent  in  Minh.  A  Wedding,  and  a  Sheep^Oiearing  too!  every 
Man  in  the  Pariih  who  is  not  Dfunk  or  in  Lov'e  to-day,  de- 
ferves  to  be  marked  for  a  fuTpicious  Peifon  ;  and^I  amfare  the 
pood  People  here  are  as  well  iLrclined  to  pretty  Gkis  and  ftrong  - 
Beer,  as  any  Parifli  in  the  C<>iitiiy. 

Marg,H&bcy,)Ah€?^i<mhxzndy,  - 

[To  Hobbinol,  /'»  a  r/ielanjckoly  Tone  and  Air, 

Hob,  Well,  and  what  then,  Peg^. 

Marg.  Will  yoQ  not  keep  your  Vows,  and  marry  me? 

Hob.  Ay-1  I’fe  keep  my  Vows,  ati-my  Vows  woo’d  keep  my 
Beams,  bat  a  ralh  Oath,  they  fay,  is  beucr  broken  than 

kept. 

Marg,  Tylonfter ! 

Hob,  As  yon  feyn,  an  I  take  bad  Counfd,  no  one  knows 
-whai  may  hap. 

Marg,  You  will  prove  your  felf  an  honeft  Man? 

Hob,  I  am  not  fo  bonceited,  look’ee,  to  delire  to  be  thought 
an  honefter  Man  than  my  Neighbours  *  I  do  no  cate  to  be  quite 
out  of  the  Fafhion,  d’yeiee. 

Marg,  And  fo  you  will  not  marry  me? 

Hob.  I  know  a  Trick  w’^onh  two  o’ that. 


A  IP^cnch.^  vjhen  in  Love.^  is  the  flrangejl  Tubing  under  the  Skief^- 
Come  love  me^  fweet  Hobby,  come  love  me  much  rnore,^Jhe  critsi 
Our  Love  to  improve.^  we  marry  \  and  then  yon  may  guefs 

Whether  Love  when  ^tis  marrf  d  is  like  to  grow  more  or  grow  lefse 

Mar^ 
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Marg,  I  forefee  thy  Cruelty  will  be  the  Death  of  me  — You 
will  break  my  Heart.  ^ 

Hob.  Nea,  nea,  a  Woman’s  Heart  is  not  made  of  fike  brittle 
Ware. 

Marg.  Ah !  what  is  thy  Heart  made  of,  falfe  Man !  When  I 
am  laid  in  my  cold  Grave  perhaps  it  may  relent,  perhaps  thou 
may’ll  pity  me,  and  remember  how  P^ggy  lov’d  thee. 

AIR  XXXV.  Margarefs  Gholl. 


And  I  am  laid  full  lowy 

Thy  Tongue  one  tender  Word  may  fpeak^ 

In  Pity  to  my  Woe. 

The  Virgins  Jhall  attend  my  Biery 
The  Sexton  toll  my  Knelly 

And  as  they  drop  a  friendly  Tear 
Thy  Heart  a  Pang  may  fecL 

High  d*er  my  Grave  a  flow* ry  Crown 
Shall  like  my  Beauty  fade; 

An  Emblem  hoWy  by  Hobby’/  Frown^ 

My.  Life  and  Bloom  decay* 

Hob,  Ho,  ho,  ho!  you  think  now^this  fad  Ditty  will  thaw 
one;  Tcod  I  know  your  Tricks  well  enough;  you  have  fung 
this  to  many  a  Woodcock  before  me,  I  warrant ;  1  will  not  be 
caught  in  this  Springe,  Peggy. 

Marg:  ThoM  art  a  Piece  of  cold  Clay,  not  to  be  enliven’d, 
hy  any  Manure. 

Hob.  Thou  art  an  April  Day,  one  mull  neither  trull  thy  Sun- 
^line,  nor  thy  Rain. 

Marg.  canll  thou  believe,  Bumkin,  that  l  ever  loved 
thee  } 

Hob.  Humph !  - —  now  it  comes  out. 

Marg.  No,  no,  I  only  try’d  if  my  Charms  had  Power  to 
warm  a  Rock  like  thee ;  they  have  fail’d,  and  I  am  not  forry 
for’t ;  but  cou’dll  thou  fancy  I  cou’d  marry  fuch  a  Lubber? 

'  No; 
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No  ;  do  not  imagine  I  wou’d  tye  my  felf  to  a  Log;  no :  Tho’ 
to  fpite  that  tawdry  Minx,  Mrs.  Betty ^  I  wbuld  hurt  my  felf  a 
little.  No:  I  defpife^  I  f:orn,  deceit  thee,  and  that  from  my 
Heart,  from  the  bottom  of  my  Heart,  Booby. 

AIR  XXXVL  Mutr/aftl^^i//y. 


*Tbou  fooUJh  Bumpkin^  fell  me  noWy 

Did  you  then  think  my  Heart  your  ovjnl 
Goy  yoke  your  Brethren  to  the  P lough y  , 

Fit  Bujinefs  for  u  Clovjn :  ^  ^  . 

Go  turn  the  Clods ^  ^ou  hafe-hred-Llfy 
.  Clods  lefs  fenjelefs  than  thy  felf. 

4  *  ' 

I  ever  fcor'n*d  your  aukvjard  Suit'y 

Tet  vjijh^d  your  Heart  had  been  rny  Priz^l 
^husy  thro*  Vanity y  the  Brute 
IVe  court y  whom  we  defpife: 

’21/  not  the  Man  we  IVomen  feek^ 

But  a  Rival's  Pride  to  pique.^ 

Luc.  Come,  come,  leave  this  Bickering,  and  let  us  have 
fome  Merriment.  O  here  comes  the  Queen  ot'jllayl 

Enter  Betty* 

Betty.  So,  fo!  this  Wedding,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  will  flir  the 
Blood:  Come,  let  us  be  as  jocund  and  well-humour!d  as  if 
We  had  all  agreed  to  be  double,  to-day  as  well  as  my  young 
Lady. 

Clod.  \^Afide  to  BziVj Mrs.  Betty  I  how  well  you  met  me 
in  the  Copfe,  Jalt  Night,  to  hear  the  Nightingale  ling  !  Ah, 
cruel,  falfe  Girl :  * 

•  ,  •  .  Bet^. 
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Hohlnol  watch’d  me ;  it  was  quite  impolTible ;  we  fliall 
have  another  Opportunity. 

Col  Oh !  the  little  flinging  Coquette !  what  a  Twitch  fhe 
gives  me  ?  \^Afide. 

Hob.  \_AJide  Betty.]  You  are  a  fine  One,  to  make  one  flay 
for  you  I’o  at  the  laft  Night!  —  there Js  no  Truth  in 

Woman. 

Betty.' I  cou’d  not  flir  for  Cloddy we  fliall  have  another  Ap- 
'|>ointment,  foon. 

Hob.  1  mun  tell  ye,  Mrs.  Betty you  are  a  Futze-bufh,  a 
mere  Faggot  of  Thorns there  is  no  touching  you  without 
fmarting  for  it. 

Rog.  Ah,  Mis.Bettyi 

Luc.  How  the  Hinds  all  gape  at  the  Wench,  as*  if  there  was 
no  other  of  her  Sex  in  Being. 

AIR  XXXVil. 

[Hobinol,  addrejjlng  Betty.] 


A  Faggot^  T’hou,  of  ’powted  T^horn.^ 
Arm^d  around  with  Jharpefl  Scorn^ 
Sour  is  the  Wilding  of  the  Wood% 
And  the  rough  Sloe^s  unpleafing  Food: 
Tet  thy  JDjfdain  is  Farder  far., 
l^han  toughefi.  :S lot's  ,or  Wildings  are. 


AIR'  XXXVJIh  See,  fee,  my  Seraphina,  &c 


'  Col.  7%e  Peach  looks  frepy  with  Velvet  Skin; 

T’hy  ruddy  Sweetnefs  tempts  qur  Eye; 
hard' as  is  the  Stone  within, 

Thy  relent  lefs  Heart  doth  lye,  AIR 
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AIR  XXXIX.  Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 


Betty.  Tou  may  hove\  and  you  may  Rall^ 
I  may  Take^  or  Refuse  \ 
t  What  jhall  I  do  to  pleafe  you  AUj 
Since  hut  One  I  can  chufe  ? 

If  I  muji  wait 
Tour  begging  State  ^  - 
l^ut  in  brighter  Forms  your  Pray’ rs^ 
A  dirty  Clown 
Will  ne’er  go  down^ 

Pm  charm’d  with  gentler  Airs^ 


AJ  R  XL.  Minuet,  by  Mr.  Fairbanks 


Col.  Softer  than  the  Breath  of  May, 


Sweeter  than  the  new-mown  Iiay\ 
Blooming  Beauty^  fair  and  coy^ 
3elightful^  and.  delighting  Joy.^ 


AIR 
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AIR'XLL  Near  Woodfiopk  Town  m  Oxfordfijre.. 


"  I 

'  Hob.  Let  Ralph Beer  his  Pleafure  tale\ 

And  Will  he  cudgeWd  at  the  lJ^ake\ 

Brisk  George  psall  throw  the  weighty  Bar^ 

Or  conquer  in  the  Prize-Ball  IVar'^ 

Let  Tipi,  in  Wreflling^  hear  the  Bell% 

And  Dick  make  Sufan’s  Nofc  to  fwell  *  .  | 

‘Thou  my  only  Paftime  he^  I 

I  will  have  no  Joy  hut  thee,  | 

[Second  Pari  of  the  Tune  repeated.]  ^  | 

Clod.  No  Pain y  or  Pleafure,  fur e  can  grove.  I 

So  hitter,  or  fo  fweet  as  Love',  J 

Since  the  piercing  Pain  I  know,  ;  •  >• 

Let  me  tafle  the  Pleafure  too. 

Betty.  Tour  b'aithlefs  Sex  is  all  Deceit, 

And  every  Man  in  Love's  a  Cheat', 

Away,  to  Kate,  or  Nancy 
Since  ihefe  my  hoafled  'Rivals  are* 

Col.  IVhen  thefe  thy  hoajled  Rivals  are, 

The  jolly  Day  Jball  yield  to  Night',’ 

The  Bramble  with '  the  Rofe  compare', 

And  Thifiles  vye  with  Lillies  white. 

Marg.  Look’ee,  Mrs.  Betty,  don’t  think  I  can,  or  will,  oj 
o'aght  to  bear  it. 

Net.  I  cannot  tell  what  fort  of  an  Opinion  you  may  have  oj 
your  felf - 

Marg.  No,  but  I  have  known  a  Slut  lofe  her  Eyes  for  hal 
this  Provocation. 

Betty.  It  grows  troublefome;  I  will  play  with  your  Fellowi 
Hearts  no  longer  ;  a  little  Patience  will  convince  you  I  do  no 
dcfign  to  wrong  any  of  you:  I  have  no  Right  but  to  one  Mac 

ail! 
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and  on  one  only  I  have  fixed  my  Heart,  my  Fellow-Servant 
too,  to  him  I  have  filently  vow’d  eternal  Fidelity,  and  I  lhall 
be  obliged  foon  to  declare  publickly  in  his  Favour.  I  know, 
and  feel,  as  well  as  file  who  is  moft  hurt  among  you,  what  the 
Pain  of  difappointed  Love  is ;  Love  has  ftolen  unawares  into 
my  Heart,  and  made  ftrange  Havock  there. 

Hob,  Well,  at  laft  the  dear  Girl  will  be  true. 

Clod.  After  all  then,  I  need  not  defpair,  I  fee  plain. 

Rog.  You!  Urn -7  You  will  wear  the  Willow,  I  warrant? 

Luc.  What,  will  you  while  away  the  whole  Morning  here, 
in  your  filly  Quarrels?  Our  Neighbours  expedl  us  yonder  in 
the  Meadow  by  the  Brook  ;  the  Sheep  will  Soil  again  before 
-they  are  fiieared  ;  let  us  go  down  and  pradife  the  Sheep-fiiear- 
ing  Dance,  and  the  Song,  that  we  may  be  ready  anon  ;  for 
Sir  Nicholas  fays,  when  the  VYedding  is  over,  we  muft  al! 
come  back  to  the  Hall-Houfe,  where  they  will  be  fo  Good-na- 
tur’d  as  to  take  part  in  our  Mirth.  {^Exeunt 

Betty.  I  defire  to  fee  you  in  the  Garden  as  foon  as  polTible. 

\jdfid'e  Colin,  as  they  are  going  off ^ 

-  CqL  Enough. 


The  End  of  the  Second  AB. 
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A  C,  T  III.  S  C  E  N  E  1. 

SCENE  the  Garden^ 


Cok*n  alp^e, 

^  «*  ** 

My  Heart  fs  wild  with  Joy< - -An  Appointment? 

.  and  from  Her  !  without  whom  every  Delight  in  Dife 
is  a  deluding  Dream :  An  Age  hangs  on  every  Mo¬ 
ment  ’till  Oie  comes.  If  ihe  had  taken  amifs  the  Dif- 
^overy  I  made, of  my  felf,  fare  fhe  wou’d  not  have  favour’d 
me  with  this  Encouragement.  Something,  too,  Die  faid  a- 

liriong  the  Clewns  that  feern’d  to  flitter  my  Vanity. - — r.Yet 

amidfl  this  Rapture  of  my  Hope,  I  forget  the  Impoftor  Who 
has  abufed  my  Name.  All  Things  yield,  and  are  thrown  out 

of  my  Reflexion,  but  (his  one  Paffion,  and - She  comes? 

- —what  Vaffal  ever  beheld  his  Sovereign  with  fuch  Awe? 

Wnat  Worfliipper  his  Idol  ! 

•  '  .  -'Enter  Bet|y.  .  '  i 

ietty.  i  come  to  you,  Colin,  (tllt^E  I^ame  you  will  pleafe  to 
let  me  ufe^  ’till  you  give  your  real  On?)  I  come  to  you, 
now,  as  a  Suppliant,  not  an  Idol.  Give  me  leave  to  fay,  Mat¬ 
tery  is  a  Quail-pipe  that  only  imitates  the  Voice  of  the  poop 
Bird’s  Mate,  to  infnare  and  deitroy  her. 


AIR  XLXIf  Islou^x.  Demy er'^s  Minuet. 


Deluded  bv  her  Meite' s  dear 
*The  vJanton  Bird  her  7-^v/, 


T/7/ 
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’7t//  now^  alas!  and  now  too  late 

She  finds  her  Faulty  and  meets  her  Fate ; 

Intangled  in  the  fatal  Clue^ 

Bids  Love  and  Life  at  once  Adieu. 

It  \s  dangerous,  very  dangerous  heark’ning  to  the  Voice  of  a 
Man ;  your  Sex  are  all  Deceit. 

Col.  Was  you  ever  betray’d  by  a  Man  ? 

Betty.  I  never  triifted  one. 

Col.  Shall  I  recommend  a  Man  I  think  you  might  truft  > 

Betty. .  Will  you  be  his  Surety  > 

Col.  You  (ball  have  my  Perfonal  Security ;  take  me  into  youc 
Guftody - - 

•Betty.  For  Life!  - Urn,  how  it  flicks!  the  Word  Par- 

fori  Gou’d  hardly  fright  you  morCi 

-Col.  What  CQu’d  he  do  ? 

Betty.  Marry  yoii. 

Col.  That  does,  fometimes,  terminate  the  Profped. 

Betty.  And  how  dull  muft  that  be  to  one  who  loves  Li¬ 
berty  ? 

Col.  I  am  Romantick,  you  fee,  by  this  Habit,  and  this 
Place. 

Betty,  Not  at  all ;  you  are  in  Chara61er;  this  is  the  Hunt  in 
Fafhion;  you  have  fpread  your  Toils,  if  1  ftrike  into  theril  I 
am  undone ;  whether  you  fucceed  or  no,  you  have  the  Pleafure 
€)f  the  Chace. 

Col.  My  Defigns  are  what  may  become  a  Man  of  Honour. 

Betty.  A  Modern  one. 

Col.  I  love  you  more  than—  ,  . 

Betty.  You  do  Truth  at  this  time:  Come,  I  know  how  far 
you  love  me;  I  fee  the  hourly  Spoils  of  ruin’d  Beiuty ;  difliG- 
nour’d  Virgins  mourn  your  mighty  Triumphs;  Variety,  with 
you,  makes  the  Feaft,  and  points  the  palled  Appetite;  andCon- 
ftancy,  Truth,  and  Honour,  are  Words,  mere  Words,  Man, 
the  common  Cant  of  Idle  Fellows,  who  carry  oh  ^  Pro- 
feliion. 

Col.  By  all  the  Rapture  that  iny  Heart  now  feels;  by  the  Joy 
I  receive  in  every  Word  you  utter ;  by  the  Pleafure  I  have  in 
beholding  that  delightful  Harmony  of  Limbs  and.  Features  — — 
I  wou’d  —  i  cou’d  be  for  ever  true  - - 

Betty.  What  you !  who  have,  I  warrant,  traversM  the  gay 
wanton  World,  confulted  every  Joy,  and  only  Joy;Truthj 
and  Love,  areftrange  Words  at  this  time  of  the  Day! 

CoL  My  only  dear  Defire !  with  thee  1  wifli  to  flx  and  ter¬ 
minate  my  utmofl  Hope  and  Joy. 

E 
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l^hro*  Gardens  rgves  the  hufie3.ee 

And  every  Flower  he  tajles^  and,  tries  \ 

^Xill  cloyed  with  fweet  Variety^ 

F’he  little  Labourer  homeward  flies  ^ 

Unlike  to  him^  from  one  Vd  fiek  my  joy^ 

And  fix  upon  thy  Sweets  ths^t  never  cloy.  • 

Betty.  Your  Words  found  prettily,  but  are  no  more  to  , be 
confided  in,  than  the  Air  of  Which  they  are  compos!d ;  the  next 
pretty  Thing  that  ftrikes  your  Imaginatiofi^  breaks  again  this  i- 
dea,  now  fo  lovely  in  your  Eyes. 


AIR  XLIV.  As  Clwis  full  of  harmlefs, 


IVhile  the  next  wanton  Gales  that  Mow. 

Dijfolve  the  painted  Air, 

Your  Adlions,^^  then,  mufi  prove  your  Word&;  if  you  Inlift  in 
my  Service,  I  have  Employment  for  you,,  and.  this  Moment 

CoL 
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Col.  Your  Commands - - 

Betty.  Rofella  is  about  to  be  marry’d  againft  her  Confent;  you 
are  aKnight-Erraar. 

Col.  I  will  redeem  her  from  the  Monfler. 

Betty.  By  Art,  Fraud.  Bribe,  Force,  Stratagem  — 

Col.  The  Husband  is  come  ? 

Betty.  Yes. 

Col.  His  Name? 

Betty.  Freeman.^  they  call  him ;  fuch  a  Thing  !  poor  Ro^ 
fella  ! 

Col.  i  will  prevent  this  Affair,  and  immediately. 

Betty.  Which  way? 

Cot.  I  will  produce  the  very  Gentleman  who  fliouM  marry 
her. 

Betty.  Who?  Freeman!  why,  he  is  here. 

Co/.  The  Fellow  who  is  here  is  an  Impoftor;  I  will  fend  for 
Freeman  himfelf:  1  think  he  is  now  in  this  Village. 

Betty.  Hah  ! 

Col.  Why  do  you  ftart  ? 

Betty.  This  will  not  do,  neither. 

CoIWhyfo?  "  ' 

Betty.  Becaufe,  becaufe,  it  is  a  Secret :  But  you  muff  know 
it;  my  Lady  is  engaged  elfcwhere;  (he  has  beffowed  h^tfelF 
upon - - 

Col.  Mr.  Heariwelly  I  know  itu 

Betty.  You  fright  me  fadly !  How  are  you  in  every  Secret? 

Col.  I  have  no  Time  to  explain;  keep  this  Wedding  off  but 
half  an  Hour,  and  all  (hall  be  fafe,  Rofell'i  ihall  be  happy  ;  and 
if  my  Services  have  any  Weight  with  you,  I  lliall  be  happy 

too. 

Betty.  ’Tis  true;  but  what  you  do,  I  beg  you  will  do  in- 
ftantly. 


CoL  The  Sultanas  Command  is  Deathj 

If  he^ s  not  obeyed  in  a  Breath  i 

E  a  Bnt 
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Buf  Tour^s^  my  Love^ 
ts  the  Sultanas  above^ 

'^Tis  my  Life^  and  my  Love ^  and  my  Faith,  [£;ir.Col. 

Things  look  to  me  as  if  they  mov’d  by  Inchantment 
here;  knows  every  thing,  undertakes  every  thing,  can  do 
everything;  withme,  at  lead.  How  (hon’d  he  find  out  this  Affair 
between  my  young  m<i.Heartvjell>  He  affirms,  and  under¬ 
takes  to  prove  it  too,  that  this  fame  Squire  is  an  Impoftor. 
Why,  was  he  not  expeded  ?  Is  he  not  come  on  the  very  Day  ? 
Ay,  and  he  feems  to  me  to  be  as  good  and  natural  a  Country 
Squire  as  ever  I  faw-~ — I  believe  Coliny  this  Gard’ner,  this 
Gentleman,  this  Lover,  is-^-I  hope  he  is  no  Impoftor;  he  lovesr 
me  truely  —  he  muft  —  my  Heart  will  have  it  fo;  his  elega^it* 
Behaviour!  his  decent  Manners !  there  is  fo  much  of  the  Gentle- 
man  in  every  thing  he  fays  or  does ! 


AIR  XLVI.  The  Jewel  in  the  Tower. 


Ohy  my  Heart',  my  doating  Hearty 


By  fooUJh  fond  Dejire  betray' dy 
*Takes  the  ‘uain  Deceiver's  Part^^ 

And  gives  the  Foe^  its  Rebel  Aid, 

In  Doubt  I  live  ;  diftr acting  Painty 

And  FeaTy  and  HopCy  divide  my  Breafli 
NoWy  what  I  wijhy  unwi/h  againy 

Hor  with  himy  nor  without  himy  bleji, 

Knter  Sir  Nicholas. 

Sir  Nick.  So,  Bettyy  fo,  the  Parfon  is  ready ;  where  is  Ma¬ 
dam  ?  Ham ! 

Betty.  In  her  Chamber,  Sir. 

Sir  Nich.  In  her  Chamber !  and  what  does  flie  in  her  Cham* 
ber,  forfooth? 

Betty.  I  don’t  kjiow ;  die’  is  a  little  out  of  Humour  about 

Str 
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Sir  Nich.  Out  of  Humour!  Hum !  and  1  am  out  of  Humour 
too;  Od!  ni  ferret  her. 

Betty.  She  has  fome  Reafon,  Sir. 

Sir  Nich.  She  has  no  Reafon  :  I’ll  reafon  her,  an  unreafona- 
ble  Gypfy Well,  and  what  Reafon  has  ihe,  do  you  fay,  Mrs! 
Dainty  Finger?  “ 

Betty.  Why,  Sir,  the  Man  to  whom  you  are  juft  now  In 
fuch  a  harry  to  marry  your  Daughter,  may,  for  ought  youknovy, 
be  a  High  way*  man. 

Sir  Nich.  Hum!  a  Highway-man !  what  doft  mean? 

'Betty^  Sir,  ift.cool  plain  -Truth,  he  is*  not  the  Man  he  pre¬ 
tends  to  be. 

Sir  Nich.  Not  the  Man  he  pretends  to  be !  what !  not  young 
Squire  Freeman  ? 

Betty.  No,  Sir;  no  more  related  to  him  than  I  am. 

Sir  Nich.  Heark  ye,  take  care  of  Scandal ;  have  a  care,  I 
fay,  HulTey! 

Betty.  Why,  Sir,  Colin.,  your  Under-Gard’ner,  difcover’d 
the  Thing  p  me;  and  he -has  undertaken  in  half  an- Hour  to 
prove  this  pretended  Squire  an  Impoftor;  he  only  begs  you 
will  be  fo  good  to  your  felf  to  fufpend  the  Wedding  fo  long; 
and  he  gave  me  Authority  to  fay  this  to  you. 

Sir  Nich,  Hum!  Why,  this  js  really  very  ftfahge!  Od  !  it 
makes  my  Head  fwim:  But  if  it  (hon’d  be  a  Lye!  ay,  my 
Mind  gives  me,  this  is  a  Lye ;  you  have  pump’d  up  this  Lye, 
hah !  Huftey ! 

Betty.  Sir,  you  may  think  fo,  if  you  pleafe :  I  have  done  my 
Dufy. 

Sir  Nich'.  But  on  t’other  Side,  if  it  (hou’d  be  true,  it  wou’d 
be  an  ugly  Affair.  Humj  well,  well,T  will  wait;  I  will  have 
Patience  half  an  Hour;  if  it  be  not  fo,  Colin  will  lofe  his  Skin; 
he  will  be  ftript,  that  is  all. 

Betty.  Dear  Sir!  I  wonder  you,  who  know  the  World  per- 
fedlly  well,  will  not  be  pleas’d  to  recoiled  that  every  Place 
fwarms  with  Fortune-hunters;  ’tis  a  Calling,  aProfeffion;  t 
warrant  the  young  Fellow  within  has  received  twenty  For¬ 
tunes,  and  has  a  Pack  of  Wives  as  numerous  as  your  Fox¬ 
hounds,  in  one  County  or  other.  The  young  Fellows  of  oui^ 
Days  delight  in  Pluralities,  tho’  one  Cure  is  as  much  as  the 
moft  able  Divine  can  perform  as  he  ought;  but  the  Plurality  of 
Fortunes  is  the  Temptation. 


•E  3 
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AIR  XLVII.  Tune  to  the  Free-Mafons  Song. 


f 


If  nought  hut  the  Cure 
Did  the  good  Man  allure^ 

It  cou^d  not  be  worth  fo  much  Pains  to  fecure\ 
if  the  Pigs,  and  the  Geefe, 

Which  vie  know  are  his  Fees, 

Did  not  help,  ^twou'd  he  'very  great  Nonfenfe  : 
Without  Pence  to  'Teach, 

And  to  Pray,  and  to  Preach, 
fs  a  Burthen  too  great,  in  all  Confcience  : 

t^o  the  Suitor  in  Fafhion 
Has  no  Inclination 

To  ought  hut  the  Fortune  in  Purfe,  Sir^ 

It  is  not  the  Wife, 

But  the  Money  for  Life, 

That  betakes,  and  for  Better  for  Worfe,  Sir.  [^Ex.  Bet^ 


Enter  File.  ^ 

A  Sir  Nich.  01  here  is  File  :  I  will  examine  hlni  fedately  and 
coolly;  examine  him  with  Temper,  as  becoineth  a  Magiftrate. 
.l>Sir,do  you  know  the  Statute  ?  Ate  you  acquainted  with  the 
rf  enaUy  annex’d  to  the  Crime  of  Biting  a  Jullice  of  the  Peace? 
,  -  .one  bf  thQ. Quorum,  Sirrah.^ 

File.  Sir ! 

Sir  Nich.  Ay,  Sir!  don’t  flare  me  in  the  Face  with  thol? 
impudent  Hounds  Eyes  I  but  arjfwer  me  direSly,  without  Prep 
varication,  you  Dog. 

File.  T o  what.  Sir  ? 

Sir  Nich.  Look  ye,  there  is  no  getting  the  Truth  out ;  I  ne¬ 
ver  faw  fo  daring  an  Offender ! 

,  File.  Really,  Sir,  I  am  at  a  Lofs - 

Nich.  The  Dog  will  dye  fifid  ;  I  fee  he  will:  Hum! 
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File.  Will  yda  be  To  good,  when  your  PalTion  Ts  a  I  ft  tie 
baled,  to  let  me  know  how  I  iiave  incenfed  you:  Your  An¬ 
ger,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Nich.  You  lye.  Sirrah!  I  ani  not  angry;  I  can  not  be 
angry ;  it  does  not  become  a  Ivlagiftrate ;  but  when  a  Rafcal  thus 
obftinately  denies  every  Article  with  which  he  is  charged- — -  , 
tile.  You  have  not  been^jleas’d  yet,  Sir,  to  let  me  know 
my  Crime. 

Sir  Nich,  What  OQcaiion  is  there  for  that.  Sir?  Don’t  you 
know  it  your  felf?  Does  not  your  Confcience  fly  in  your 
Face? 

File.  lam  fo  innocent,  that  — 

Sir  Nich.  i  will  Mve  it  out :  .  Wflo  is  this^  Spark  that  pre¬ 
tends  to  marry  iny  Daughter,  and  calls  himfelf  your  Mailer? 
File.  My  Mailer  1  prelend^sl  ioTd,  Sir ! 

^ir  Nich.  Ay,  Sir,  for  1  am  told  he  is  a  Counterfeit. 

Good  Sir!  who  i^iformed  you?- 
Sir  Nich.  Why,  It  came  from  my  ’Gard’ner  Colm, 

File.  Calinl  ■;  _ 

'Sir  Nich.  Colifi. 

File.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  t 

.  ~  Sir  Nfch.  Why  do  you  grin,  Sirrah  S  -  - 

File:.  All  thapl  know  is,  Sir,  that  if  Wifdom,  ay,  if  that 
was  any  PloteSion  to  us  agalnll  PalTion,  Sir  Nicholas  could 
not  be  jed  away  ihufi^  ’  ' 

Sir  Kich.  Hah !  what  doll  t.ho^  f^  ? 

File.  Why  now,  Sir,  the  whole  Plot  is  out. 

Sir  Nich.  Plot,  Sir!  what  Plot? 

File.  Good  Sir,  give  me  your  Patience  but  a  Moment  :  You 
are  to  know  phal  this  very  Pei  fan  who  calls  hini felf  Co//»  and 
ferves  as  your  Under- Gard’ner,  is  a  Gentleman,  who  has  now 
for  fome  time  lain  difguifed  under  that  Charader,  to  run  away 
with  your  Datightet. 

Sir  Nich.  Hjlhi!  Hum!  What! 

File.  Yes,  Sir ;  this  I  have  from  his  Servant ;  arid  I  am  fure 
it  is  true. 

Sir  Nich.  This  is  amazM!  but  if  it  fliou’d  be  a  Lye!  will 
you  Hand  in  this  m  CoUk's  Face? 

File.  That  I  will ;  and  go  With  you  this  Moment  to  appre¬ 
hend  him.^  I  will  anfwer  it  with  my  Life. 

Sir  Nich.  Hum!  'tis  very  plain:  I  proteft  I  am  concern’d 
I  fhpu’d  fufped  the  Squire;  I  have  been  wrong;  you  will 
make  my  Excufes  to  him :  Or,  lince  he  does  not  know  this 
Bufinefs,  let  it  fleep,  my  brave  Boy. 

File.  I  lhall  always  pundually  obey  your  Cornmands,  Sir. 

Sir  Nich,  It  might  ruffle  the  young  Gentleman: But  for 
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this  Daughter  of  mine  — Hum  — it  is  high  time  to  lock  her  up 
in  Matrimony ;  nothing  elfe  can  fecure  a  Wench  in  her  Teens. 

Enter  Lucas. 

‘  Luc.  When  we  in-Iay  Flowers  of  different  Kinds,  they  pro- 
k  duce  what  we  Gard’ners  call  Mules  only.  This  is  a  fort  of  a 
Mulifli  Wedding  at  our  Houfe  to-day :  Rofella  looks  to  me  to 
1  \  be  a  Creature  of  a  different  Make  and  Kind,  quite  of  another: 
'  *  Species,  from  the  noify  Squire  who  is  to  be  her  Husband. 


AIR  XLVIII.  Farewel, my  &c. 


How  hard  is  the  Fate  of  the  Maiden.,  thaFs  wed 
‘To  the  Man  fhe  abhors  ?  thus  unha^ftly  fped, 

She^  like  the  fair  Flower.,  tranfplanted  a-while.. 

Strives  in  vain  the  fad;  Lofs  of  her  Bloom  to  beguilef 
The  Rofes  and  Lillies.,  her  Features.,  foon  fly y 
In  an  unkindly  Soil  dees  fhe  wither  and  dye. 

Where  is  Colin^  my  Boy  Colin  ?  I  know  not  how  it  is,  but  I  hare 
fomeihing  within  me  that  rejoices  in  that  young  Man;  I  like 
him — :  I  think  he  is  very  honefl,  and  very  ingenious;  he  fakes 
the Leffons  I  give  him  without  Obftihacy.  His  Underftandiog 
is  not  like  fome  of  your  fliff  Clay^  hard  to  work  — but  he  is 
a  little  idle —  this  fame  Loye—-— 

Emer 
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\  Enter  Sir  Nicholas  and  File. 

Sir  Nicb.  Where  is  he?  let  me  fee  him,  let  me  apnrehend 
him,  a  fellonious  Son  of  a  —  Wiiere  is  he,  fay  ?  Where  have 
you  conceal’d  him?  Produce  him  quickly,  or  — 

Luc.  If  I  knew  who  you  wanted,  perhaps  I  m'ght  inform 
you;  but  I  can  aflure  you.  Sir,  where-evcr  he  is,  I  have  him  not 
about  ine. 

Sir  Kick.  You  ate  a  Concealer  of  Stolen  Goods,  and  if  he  is 
not  forth-coming  you  are  within  the  Statute. 

Luc.  You  will  be  pleafed  to  inform  me,  whom  it  is  you 
want  ? 

File,  Colin,  Old  Man  :  Where  is  your  Friend  and  Confede¬ 
rate  in  Iniquity,  CoUn\ 

Lue.  Colin  is  my  Fellow-Servant,  not  my  Confederate  in  I- 
niquify,  my  no  Friend ;  but  where  he  is  I  know  not. 

Sir  Nicb.  Fly,  fly,  purfue  him.  lExeunt, 

Luc.  The  old  Gentleman  is  very  booxy  this  Morning, 
before  the  Wedding  is  finilhed,  perhaps  that  he  may  have  tbeEx- 
cufe  of  not  being  in  his  Senfes  when  he  did  fo  filly  a  Thing  : 
They  have fome  evil  Intention  toward  Colin;  if  I  can  fee  him, 

I  will  advife  him  to  keep  out  of  the  way  a-while. 

Re-enter  Sir  Nicholas,  File,  af7d  Servant:. 

File.  Now,  Sir  Nicholas,  it  is  quite  clear ;  you  fee  the  Raf- 
cal  is  fled. 

Sir  Nicb.  A  filly  Puppy,  to  think  to  impofe  on  me!  I  know* 
the  World.  —  Oh,  here  is  your  Mailer!  we  mud  laugh  a  lit¬ 
tle  at  this  Ncmpfcull  of  a  Prcjedlor  who  pretended  to  Ileal 
ttiy  Daughter. 

Enter  Brufli. 

They  tell  me,  my  good  Son-in-Law  that  are  to  be,  that  you 
ye  not  the  Perfon  you  prerend  to  be,  fo  that  I  am  to  be  bit, 
and  bambouzled,  and  all  that,  in  this  Aflair,  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

File.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  [Makes  Signs  to  Brufli  to  laugh. 

Brujb.  Pleafant !  ay,  very  pleafant ;  Ho,  ho,  ho ! 

[Feigns  a  Laug^ 

Sir  Nicb.  I  am  not  fo  eafily  taken  as  they  think  for:  Wny, 

here  has  been  a  Plot,  a  mod  horrid  Plot- - - Why  do  you  ftarc 

fo?  Hum!  you  may  well  look  frighted! 

Brujh.  Blown!  [^fide  toYWt. 

.  File.  Poltroon !  Hand  your  Ground.  [/ifide. 

Sir  Nicb.  My  dear  Boy !  I  thank  Heaven  and  your  Servant, 
.  ihe  whole  Roguery  is  out-;' a  poaching  Rafcal  l 

Brujh. 
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Brup.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Sir  Nicholas^  this  was  a  very  Ihallow  | 
Dehgn  ;  I  fancy  1  know  this  Fellow,  who  went  the  Name  ; 
of  Co/i»;  ay,  it  muft  be  he,  his  Creditors  have  no 'other  Hopes, 

I  think,  but  fome  Projed  of  th*i§  fort. 

Sir  Nich.  I  think  one  (hou’d  take  the  Law  of  him  tho’,  for 
the  Impudence  of  the  Thing. 

Brujh.  Um!  No,  no,  S\t  Nichohs^  poor  Creature  he  is  un¬ 
happy  enough. 

Sir  Nich.  Will  you  walk  in,  and  let  me  deliver  up  my 
Truft?  We  fliall  now  put  an  end  to  all  Difputes  and  Preten- 

fions - They  have,  it  is  a  ftrange  thing,  they  have  often 

attempted  to  bite  me,  and  always  without  Succefs  — they  might 
know^msthinks,  that  I  am  a  littiePeery;[vfj  they  are  going 

•  '  I 

Enter  Rofella,  Betty,  Lady  Wifeacre,  and  Colin  (now  Free-f 
man)  in  his  Habit  of  a  Gentleman ;  and  Lucas. 

' » 

■  Brup.  Oens!  '  [^ftde  to 

File.  What? 

Brup.  Here  he  is  at  full  Length.' 

File.  Who  I 

Brup,  My  Mailer!  - 

Freeman.  (Colin.)  Sir,  I  am  yOur  moft  obedient  humble  Ser-^ 
vant.  [To  iSVr  Nich. 

(  Sir  Nich.  Your  Servant,  unknown. 

Freem.  I  thought  it  my  Duty,  Sir  Nicholas,  to  appear  upon 
this  Occafion,  not  only  to  prevent  the  Ruin  of  your  Family  by 
this  Impoflor,  but  to  fecure  my  own  Name  and  Gharadler  from 
all  Imputation  of  being  concerned  in  the  Fraud. 

Sir  Nich.  [Staring  Freeman /«//  in  the  Face  before  he  peaks. 

Hah  !  Mailer  Colinl  you  are  welcome,  heartily  welcome;  you 
are  the  Man,  the  very  Man  I  warned. 

File.  Hah ! 

Brup.  My  AiTurance  gives  ground.  [Afide. 

Sir  Nich.  This  is  Colin,  Gard’ner  Colin!  don’t  you  know 
him  ^ 

Brup.  Know  him!  why,  the  Fellow  has  liv’d  with  me  a- 
bove  three  Years;  I  fhou’d  know  him,  I  think;  I  turn’d  him 
oTf  about  a  Fortnight  iince  for  attempting  to  make  Love  to  my 
Sifter's  Woman ;  he  was  always  an  amorous  Coxcomb. 

Freem.  [To  Sir  Nich.]  You  have  Thieves  in  your  Houfe  this 
Moment;  they  are  robbing  you  now,  and  if  you  permit  them' 
to  blind  you  too  ~ 

Sir  Nich.  X  am  fenfible,  very  fenfible,  dear  ]\^.  Colin,  of 
the  Mifchief  intended  me;  and  if  you  are  not  in  a  Hurry,  X 
fiiall  prefently  lay  you  by  the  Heels  to  prevent  it. 

Brnp* 


lailL  The  VILLAGE  OPERA. 


Off 

iUe 
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1  Brup.  [To  Freeman.]  has  thy  evil  Genius  tempted 

jthee  to  this,  This  is  fuperlatively  bt?.2,en. 

Freem.  It  is  the  tip-top  Stroke  of  that  fort,  I  ever  met 
with. 

I  File.  Ay,  the  Fellow  docs  it  tolerably. 

Brufh.  [To  Freeman.]  I  am  to  inform  you,  there  is 

a  Something  in  the  Air  of  a  Geptleman  that  reveals  him,  tho’ 
he  is  filent ,  and  when  he  fpeaks,  or  moves,  his  Educaiioa 
breaks  out  itl  fo  full  a  Light! 

AIR  XLIX.  Hark,  the  thuii’dring  Cannons, 


Thy  Shape  ^  thy  Face^  thy  cltimfy  M.e  'tn<i 
All  with  one  Confent  declare^ 

Sncb  a  Clown  was  never  jeen 
Beneath  a  gentle  LoveFs  Air. 


JV m'^d  you  know  the  Man  of  Fapion^ 
Eafy.^  Gentle.,  Pleafant.,  Free.^ 

V dd  of  every  fordid  Pajfion., 

Colin,  turn  thy  Byes  on  me. 


Freem.  He,  that  Fellow,  is  my  Footman  Brup\  he  is  now 
before  my  Face  in  my  Perfon,  Cloaths,  Chaiader,  is  now 
fteaiing  your  Daughter,  robbing  you,  impofing  on  you. 

Sir  Nich.  Silly  Toad !  how  eafy  it  is  for  a  common  Lyar,  who 
cannot  bluih,  to  fay  any  thing. 

Brup.  [To  Freeman.]  Heark’ee,  Brup.,  I  had  always  a  Re¬ 
gard  for  you,  as  a  Fellow  of  fome  Sinartnefs  and  Humour, 
but  this  Stratagem  is  a  little  too  (hallow,  and  is  remarkable  on¬ 
ly  for  the  extream  Impudence  of  the  thing. 

B/e. 
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File.  \To  Freeman.]  Brother  Brujh^  thcfe  Gloaths  fit  eafy  c 
nough  upon  you,  but  there  are  other  things  necefifary  to  theCha 
radter  of  a  Gentleman,  befides  his  Habit;  there  is  a  Lightnel 
and  a  Smoothnefs  about  you  that  dilcovers  the  Brafs  Shilling  ti®"^ 
the  leaft  curious  Eye. 

Freem.  Defer  the  Wedding  but  ’till  To-morrow. 

Sir  Nich.  And  you  will  run  away  with  her  To-night. 

Brujh.  [7a  Freeman.]  Look’ee,  Brujh  — 

Sir  Nich.  What  the  pies,  Son-in-Law!  do  not  contend  with 
the  Fellow  any  longer,  whether  You  are  he,  or  he  is  You. 
Brup.  Ha,  ha!  it  is  extreamly  ridiculous. 

Sir  Nich.  Why,  thou  art  the  oddeft  Dog!  What,  do  you** 
infifi  upon  petfuading  a  Gentleman  out  of  himfelf? — 

La.  Wife.  Methinks  he  has  the  Look  of  a  fober,  modeft  Gen¬ 
tleman,  and  I  think  it  might  be  right - - 

Sir  Nich.  Firft,  Wife,  You  do  not  Think ;  and  Secondly,, 
If  you  did  Think,  it  cou’d  not  be’right.  ; 

Betts.  Sir  Nicholas!  > 

Sir.  Nich.  What,  here  is  a  Confederacy !  * 

Betty.  This  is  in  the  worft  Light  you  can  view  it;  but  a 
Love-trick,  which  is,  muft,  and  will  always  be  pardonable  by 
the  Beau-Monde ;  fo  1  do  not  Intreat,  but  Command  you  in 
the  Name  of  Fems^  Cupid^  and  all  the  Graces,  to  give  this 
Lover  his  Liberty. 

Sir  Nich.  I  Fenusy  and  all  the  Graces,  you  Flirt, 

you:  Liberty,  quoth’a!  I  wou’d  as  foon  turn  loofe  a  Litter  of 
Foxes  among  my  Poultry. 


^  AIR  L.  Cavililly  Man,  ^c. 


(pr-'  -  - 

pt44l4 

Setty.  /«  the  Name  of  the  Graces ,  and  Venus,  and  Joy^ 

Jn  the  Name  of  young  Cupid,  releafe  the  fond  Boy :  . 

Rofy  Fetters  alone  are  the  Chains  of  DefirCy 
And  only pou^d  bind  thofe  whom  Love  does  injpire. 

Enter 


y 


t 
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Enter  Sir  William  Freeman. 

,,  Brujh,  Who  have  we  here  ? 

j  file.  My  Matter,  in  his  turn,  Sir,'  that  is  all. 

j  Sir  IVtll.  Lady  IVifeacre^  I  am  your  moft  obedient  Servant ; 

'  ir  Nicholas^  I  do  alTure  you  I  have  endured  feme  Pain,  and  I 
ate  Pain,  to  wait  upon  you,  and  to  let  you  know  in  Perfon 
iiat  this  Accident — 

Sir  Nich.  Sxxlf^illiaw^  you  come  opportunely,  and  I  am  hear- 
,  ly  glad  to  fee  you. 

SirlVill.  Why,  who  can  help  it  ^  the  Colt ‘is  ttray’d,  he  is  a 
did  one,  not  tame  enough  yet  for  Matrimony;  he  does  not 
,  ire  to  come  to  Houfe  it  feems,  he  is  not  fend  of  dry  Meat, 
B  loves  to  Soil  in  frefli  Patture;  it  is  not  fo  wholefome,  but  I 
jmember  I  was  once  a  young  Fellow  my  felf — Well,  I  ask  a 
joufand  Pardons  for  the  ill  Manners  of  this  mad  Boy,  his  O- 
ige  of  that  beautiful  young  Lady  is  wholly  inexcuri>le  — but 
Then  he  appears.  Madam  — - 

Sir  Nich.  When  he  appears  I  —  why  here  he  is ;  this  Affair  is 
pon  the  Point  of  Confummaiion ;  but  here  is  an  odd  Fellow 
)rbids  the  Banes,  and  fays  — ■ 

Sir  IVill..  Hah!  my  Boy,  my  Boy  Billy  I  What,  before  me 
ere.^  Weil,  thou  art  a  Lad  of  Honour  at  iaft ;  I  fee,  Sir, my  Son 
as  prevented - 

Sir  Nich.  Your  Son,  Sir !  why,  is  that  Perfon  your  Son,  Sir  > 
SirlVill.  My  Son,  Sir?  ay-,  Sir;  my  Son;  and  honeft  a 
ellow !  you  fee,  he  is  pundf ual.  Sir ;  I  did,  indeed,  begin  to 
oubt. 

Sir  Nich.  Ay,  I  begin  to  doubt  too - What  a  fine  Piect 

f  Work  is  here?  Lord  I  Lord !  1  do  not  know  how  to  look 
im  in  the  Face.  If  that  Gentleman  is  your  Son,  pray,  Sir 
Villiam^  who  is  this  Perfon  ?  {_PuUing  forvfard.y  If  you 
now,  will  you  be  fo  good  to  inform  me? 

Sir  ll^ill  Surely,  I  remember  a  Face  like  that;  I  have  feen 
im,  I  think,  in  Blue  faced  with  Yellow,  but  he  is  fo  beclock’d, 
nd  bedawffd,  and  toupied  1 

Sir  Nich.-  Hum!  ay,  fo  it  is;  I  am  bit,  bamboufied,  trick’d; 
)ogs !  Dogs  I 

Sir  Will.  Ftle.^  don’t  you  know  this  fine  Gentleman? 

File.  Not  I,  upon  my  Soul,  I  never  faw  him  before——— 

am  afraid - - 

Freem.  You  remember  Brup^  Sir ! 

Sir  Will.  Right  I  Bmp  himfclf.  Pr’ythee,  what  is  the  Mean- 
Jg  of  this  Fellow’s  Drefs  ?  and  the  Apprehenfion  he  feems  to 
e  under,  and  this  general  Silence;  whe,  what  have  I  frighted 
DU  all } 

Betey 
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Betty.  William  I  never  any  one  came  more  feafonably 
this  modeft  Gentleman,  Mr.  Brup.^  claimed  your  Name,  an 
your  Efiate;  and  that  wife  Gentleman,  Nicholas.,  acknoti 
ledg’d  his  Title:  in  a  Word,  he  call’d'  himfelf  your  SOn;  an 
ypur  Servant,  tik^  took  upon  him  the  Charadler  of  his  Valet 
and  in  your  Son’s  Abfence,  Sir,  they  had  like,  throMhe  gret 
Indulgence  of  Sir  Nkholas  hady  Wifeaere,  to  haye  carry* 
off  and  her  Fortune.  * 

Sir  Nich.  Why,  any  one  might  hatre  been  a  little  out  here 
why,  Imuft  tell  you  this  was  a  Cafe  might  have  puzzled  th 
wh'ole  Bench. 

La.  Wife.  No.,  Sir  Nicholas.,  you  are  right,  you  muft  be  right 
you  always  were  fight. 

La.  If  ife.  Weil,  after  all,  I  never  did  like  that  younj 
Man. 

Sir  Wilt.  So,  fo,  all  is  well,  mighty  well;  there  is  no-Harn 
done,  it  feems.  Come,  let  u$  be  joyful,  let  us  croud  as  mud 
Pleafure  into  this  Day  as  it  can  poffibly  hoid. 

Sir  Nich.  Pray  give  me  leave,  .Sir  William.^  tho’  you  are  th( 
elder  Juft’ce,  to  examine  thefe  Rafcals,  and  to  know  where 
fore  they  have  abufed  me  thus,  and  how  they  became  fo  quail 
fy’d,  for  I  profefs  they  are  their  Arts  Mafters— >  Sirrah 
where  did  you  learn  to  lye  thus  } 

File.  I  was  two  Days  and  a  half  in  Lady  Hoiv-d'ye’s  Ser* 
vice. 

Sir  Nich.  And  where  did  you  get  this  Trick  of  Forging 
Perfons  and  Letters  .^  ■ 

Brsi/h.  I  was  once,  Sir,  a  great  Dealer  in  Stock,  Sir. 

Sir  Nich.  Impudent  Dog!  jooo/.  at  one  Main,  where  had 
you  Courage.^ 

Brufi.  I  always  hated  piddling  Play;  and  as  to  my  Courage, 
Sir,  I  was  once  Captain  to  a  Pharaoh-Table. 

Sir  Nich.  How  came  you  both  thus  accomplifliid  in  Impu¬ 
dence? 

'  File.  We  never  copy’d  our  Inferiors. 

Sir  'Nich.  And  as  to  your  Sincerity  and  Truth - 

Bytfjh,  We  have  been  in  feveral  Courts  in  Em&fe.- 
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AIR  LI.  Hark,  the  Cock  crow’d, 


Sir  Nich.  I  think  thefe  Fellows  have  colleded  ss  many  of 
the  Cardinal  Virtues  in  Pradice,  as  can  poffibly  be  crouded  in¬ 
to  two  Perfons  of  their  Diftln6ljon,  and  it  happy  for  the  Pub- 
lick  that  fuch  Genius’s  hai'e  not  been  exercis’d  in  high  Life. 
Well,  have  you  any  thing  farther  in  your  Juftification? 

treern.  If  Impudence  like  this  fhou’d  pafs  unpunilL’d - — 

File.  Since  it  is  fo,  if  we  cannot  obtain  your  Abfolution  as 
innocent,  give  us  leave  to  iniplore  your  Pardon  as  guilty. 

>  \_  Both  kneeling. 

Erup^.  Gonfider,  Gentlemen,  we  have  been  ufed  to  live  by 
Art, 


Brulb.  ^he  IVorliFs  a  Deceit^ 

*Fhe  Falfe  are  the  Greats 
For  Poverty  Plain-^ilealing  follows}, 

"The  Crime  lyes.,  no  doubt y 
In  being  found  out., 

While  we  bid  for  a' Plumb  or  the.  Gallows. 

_  I 

File,  We  are  but  the  Mimicks^ 

Of  thofe  vers’d  in  Chimicksy 
Who  extrad  from  the  People  their  Richest 
*They  empty  their  Pockets^ 

While  gaping  the  Blockheads., 

For  their  Money.,  are  paid  with  fine  Speeches. 
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File,  Habit  is  not  eafily  (hook  off.  ..-A 

Brup.  Cuftom  is  a  great  Tyrant.  \ 

prlVUl.  Pho,  pho!  Why  do  we  lofe  Time  about  luch  Ver« 
min  I  Go,  tofs  ’em  into  the  Horfe-pond,  and  fend  ’em  about 

their  Bufinefs. - Come,  iny  Boy,  take  the  young  Lady’s 

Hand;  we  will#  wait  on  you  to  the  Chappel,  and  attend  you 
while  the  Padlock  is  putting  on. 

Freem.  [Leading  Ro fella  to  her  Father.']  Sir,  you  offer  me  a 
Jewel  worthy  to  be  fet  in  a  Prince’s  Coronet^  but  your  Title  to 
it  is  not  quite  clear. 

Sir  Nich.  Hum!  my  Title  not  gopdi^  whe-r - r— 

Freem.  She  has  fome  little  Right  in  her  felf,  I  think ;  now 
what  Property  (he  has  there,  I  know  (he  has  engaged  to  convey 

to  another - and  if  Mr.  Heartwell  — - 

.  Sir  Nich.  Mr.  Heartwell!  Ods  me!  lyes  it  there  ftill.^  I  will 
engage  to  ferret  him  out  of  her. 

,  Freem.  Sir.  William.]  Sir,  I  ask  your  Forgivenefs  in  the 
moft  hurfible  manner ;  my  Heart  too  has  been  engaged,  wafui- 
ly,  faithfully  engaged  to  this  Lady ;  and  I  hope  fince  I  have  been 
fo  happy  to  obtain  hers,  that  you  will  pleafe  to  let  me  have  your 
Confent,  that  fhe  may  be  mine  for  Life. 

;  [Freeman  and  Betty  kneel  to  Sir  William. 

Sir  Will.  What  my  Boy!  how!  marry  a  Chambermaid  I  Ro^ 
fella!  Heartwell!  Ingagements!  Why,  this  is  all  myfterious/— 
Whe,  thou  won’t  be  undone,  Billy ;  What,  bring  a  Beggar  in¬ 
to  the  Family !  Pies  on’t. 

Betty.  Sir,  I  hope  you  will  not  oppofe  that  Happinefs  which 
now  only  w’^ants  your  Confent  to  be  perfed :  compleat  the  Work 
our  Guardian  Angels  have  begun :  When  ypu  know  thro* 
what  a  Wild  of  various  Accidents  we  have  met  thus  at  laft — 

Sir  WilL  Kah!  whe,  what»  what  is  thy  Story,  my  pretty 
One  ? 

Betty.  It  covers  me  with  Confiifion  to  open  what  you  mull 
know.  When  you  look  nearer  upon  me,  Sir  William^  perhaps 
your  Memory  may  recover  fome  Lines  in  a  Face  once  well 
known  to  you. 

Sir  Will.  Hah  !  I  do,  I  do  recolledl  thy  Features,  but  at  pre- 
fent  I  am  not  able  to  fay  where  I  have  feen  them. 

Sir  Nich.  1  profefs,  I  am  aftonilhed!  Hum!  where  will  thi$ 
end } 

Betty.  You  may  remember  Mr.  Bloom  of  Whitehottfey  your 
Neighbour. 

Sir  Will.  You  furprize  me  extreamly ! 

Betty.  And  as  your  Eftates  join,  you  ufed  to  fmile  and 
fay,  fince  I  was  an  only  Daughter,  and  you  had  only  one 
Son,  it  was  pity  we  fliould  not  be  joined  too. 

Sir 


Sir  Will.  Hah  !  my  Heart  jumps  with  Joyl  My  little  Maid, 
my  Fairy,  as  1  ufed  to  call  thee ;  what  new  Miracle  !  How 
art  thou  here? 

Betty.  My  Father,  Sir,  you  may  remember,  wou’d  have 
marry’d  me  to  Squire  Guzzle;  and  I,  to  prevent  it,  made  my 
Efcape,  and  took  Service  .virith  this  young  Lady,  who  has 
treated  me  not  like  her  Servant,,  but  her  Friend. 

•;  La.  Wife.  I  had  always  a  particular  Liking  to  this  Girl,  I 
thought  there  was  fomething  in  her  not  vulgar. 

-  S'tr  Nich.  I  am  fure  every  thing  goes  mighty  wrong. 

Sir, Will-  Mighty  right,  you  mean;  —  My  little  Fairy,  I  am 

5 lad  thou  art  found,  this  News  will  kill  thy  Old  Father  with 
oy.  I  rejoice  my  Boy  loves  thee;  we  had  a  Delign  once  of 
marrying  you  together,  but  you  were  then  too  young,  and  my 
Boy  went  abroad  foou  after;  but  now  we  will  finiih  it,  if  thy 

Father  confents,  and  he  fliall  confent - 1  will  make  him.  To 

her.  Boy,  Sign  and  Seal  with  a  Kifs. 

Sir  Nich.  And  what  muft  we  do  with  the  Marriage-Ar tides, 
Brother  ? 

Sir  Will.  Why,  burn  your  Marriage- Articles,  Brother ;  or 
have  them  drawn  over  again,  and  put  HeartweWs  Name  in  the 
room  of  my  Son’s:  Nay,  nay,  don’t  frown,  fo  it  fliall  be  be¬ 
fore  we  part.  Why,  if  you  don’t  give  het  the  Man  (he  likes,  flie 
will  certainly  take  him;  you  had  better  contrive  to  pleafe  her, 
than  to  vex  your  felf.  Brother  Wfeacre,  after  you  and  I  have 
taken  a  Bottle  together,  things  will  look  with  quite  another 
Face. 

Betty.  If  Words  cou’d  convey  the  Gratitude  of  my  Heart-— 
Rof.  Words  are  the  Tools  of  Hypocrites,  Pretenders  to 
Friendlhip;  this  only  I  have  to  ask  thee,  my  Dear,  that  we  maf 
Itill  continue  together,  as  muph  as  pofflble. 


AIR 


F 


A I R  LII.  With  tuneful  Pipe,  ^c. 


Rof.  T/jo^  dear  '‘j our of  s  u  me ^  as  /mine y  ' 

^0  quit  your^ '  I  have  no 

Sorrbvjs  could  fo  firmly  join^ 

Shall  then  our  Pleafures  fart^. 

Betty.  -A  ViBim  thd  my  Heart’s* to' ^Love^ 

.  ^0  Frfendjhip  ’ttvllf'  he‘irfie‘^ 

. ‘‘'From  thence  yiou  need  not  ' then  remove^ 

Fhere’ s  Room  enough  for  Fwo. 

Both.  Fach  BU fifing  let  us  then  improve^  ' 

By  Fate  fo  kindly  Pair’d^ 

Our  Friendjhip  Jhall  exalt  our  Love^ 

And  doubled  are  our  J&ys  vehen  JhaPd. 

Enter  Roger. 

Rog.  Sir,  the  Lsds  and  the  LafTes  are  come  from  the  Sheeps 
Ihearing,  to  divert  your  Honour,  they  fay,  with  the  Sheep- 
fliearing  Ballad  and  the  Dance,  upon  occafion  of  the  Wedding 
r>f  our  young  MiHreis. 

Str  Nich,  Hum!  a  Wedding!  Impertinent!  here  is  no  Wed-» 
ding:  And  tell ’em,  we’ll  have  no  more  Tweedle-de-de  in  this 
Houfe  to-day. 

Sir 
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Sir  Will  Od !  but  we  will,  Brother,  with  your  Leave  s 
Bid  them  come  in,  and  Foot  it  away ‘merrily;  If  my  Toes 
wou’d  confent  to  it  ,  I  wou’d  take  a  Trip  with  them,  | 
can  tell  you  that. 

A  Country  Dance  of  Four  Couple^  Clowns  and  Laffes^. 

AIR  LIII. 


A  Sheep  >  Shearing  Ballad. 


Luc.  When  Rofes  and  Daifies  are  fpringing^ 

And  Cowjlips  the  Fields  are  adorning  ^ 

When  the  Birds  on  the  Bosighs  fit  finging^ 

And  welcome  the  Sweets  of  the  Morning^ 

^  Without  the  Plough 

Fat  Oxen  hugh^ 

With  Delight  on  the  fiovfry  Mead ; 

T'he  Lads  and  the  Laffes  a  Sheep  fh earing  go ^ 

Dick,  Dolly,  and  hlack-ey*  d  Sufan, 

All  deciCd  with  their  heji  Hofe  and  Shoes  on, 

11. 

Hob.  The  Shepherd  he  Jheers  his  Fleece^  Sir^ 

Delighted  to  find  the  dear  Treafure^ 

\ 

Far  richer  than  that  was  in  Greece,  Sir^ 

His  S^h fiance^  his  Life^  and  his  Pie  afar  e ; 

dlis 


7® 
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’7//  our  Cloth ^  and  our  Foodj 
Our  Politick  Blood j 
<  *^htloe  Life  and  the  Soul  of  our  *Trade\ 

'^‘Tis  a  Mine  ahoDe  Ground^ 

Where  our  *Treafure  is  founds 
*Tis  the  Seat  which  our  Nobles  all  Jit  on, 

^Tis  the  Gold  and  the  Silver  of  Britain. 

r  [Betty  advancing  between  Rofella  and  Frc^an.  J 

'  Betty,  Since  an  innocent  Pallion  has  laid  the  Foundation  ef 
our  prcfent  Happinefs,  we  have  nothing  to  wifli  but  that  it 
may  be  iaiting,  that  good  Fortune  will  attend  us  dill)  and 
provide 

4  •  •  '  ' 

^  That  neither  Time  nor  Cares  the  Blifs  remove. 

But  fill  each  Hour  with  Harmony  and  Love. 


F  I  N  I  s. 


II 


